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s ON 6. A — bong. F 
Nei boys can compare 125 
To the huntin « "my 
In the morning, the morning, in Tweet and 
pleaſant weather ; 
When the beagles they ſurround, | 
L Wee A fart Spent gend x 
And ſing tarra, huzza, and fing,tarsd, * 
and ſing tarra 
Brave boys we will hollow. . $4 
Then up ſhe: ariſe; ol 1 


And away from us ſhe flies . 
© we'll ginb har; ei end her e 


With b dort. and with hound, © 
We'll pull her courage — R 

And ſing tarra, huzza, and fing tas, has, | 
and fing tara 

Brave boys we will follow. 


O'er vallies and plains, 


* 4 #4 


We will gallop amain,, ., 
While poor puls is, poor puſs is away 1 
us ſhe's flying; po 

But her breath growing ; Hort © 

With the ending of the 2 1 
And to loſe us, huzza; and to loſe us, hun, 
; and to loſe us een | 
In vain ſhe's contriving. 
2 A oh Poor 


Poor puſs being kill'd 
Mee retire from the field, | 
To be merry boys, be merry boys, and drive 
away all ſorrow ; Ft 
We have nothing for to fear, 
But to driye away all care, 
And to vaniſh, huzza, and to vaniſh, huzza, 
| and to vaniſh | 
All thoughts of to-morrow, 


5 SON G: | , 
Sung by Mrs, Vincent, at Marybone-Gardens. 


PHE lark's ſhrill Note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 

The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, 

Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 

The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, . 

O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 


SONG. The Jovial Fellows. 
AREWEL ſorrow, farewel pain, 
> . We will now to drink again; — 
Diſcontent and haggard care, 5 
Finds no entrance where we are. 


LEE 


Human nature will decav, 
Life's ſhort pleaſure's haſte away, 

Come then mortals let's be wiſe ; 

Preſent time we ought to prize, 


Leave the pride of pomp and ſtate ; 
Contentment dwells not with the great; 
Thus we're happier far than they; 

No man living can gainſay. - + 

1284 E A Bacchus 


ens, 


8 ON GS. 


Bacchus chears my drooping heart, 


oy and tranſports. doth impart ; 


While we hem'n the flowing howi, 


We with raptures fill the foul. 


Wine new pleaſures. doth create, 
The pow'r of kings doth elevate, 
Greater praiſes than are thine, :£J 
Roſy, ſparkling, gen rous Wine. 


Move the bottle fill the glaſs ; 
Thus the pleaſing moments paſs; 


o 


Jovial fellows, drink about, 


We'll have more when this is out. 


0 3 

Hark! to the Nondt. A Hunting Song. 
WIEN Phoebus begins juſt to peep o er 

the hills, : 


With horns we awaken the day, 7 
And zouze brother ſportſman who fluggiſhly 


ſleep, ; 
With hark, to the woods, hark ! away: 
See! the hounds ale uncoupled in muſical crys 
How ſweetly it echoes around! 
And high-mettled ſteeds with theirneighings, 
All ſeem with pleaſure to echo the ſound. 


Behold when ſly Reynard with Pannick and 
dread | 
At a ditance o'er hillocks doth bound, 
The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 


Hark the horns, O how ſweetly they ſound; 
| No 


— 4 


8 ON G S. 


Now on to the chace, o'er hills and o'er dales, 
All dangers we nobly defy; 

Our nags are all ſtout, and our ſports we'll 

urſue, 

With ſhouts that reſound to the ſky. 


But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies? 

Each hound in his fury determines his fate; 
The traitor is ſeiz*d on and dies; 

With ſhouting and joywereturn from the field, 
With drink crown the ſports of the day, 
Then to reſt we recline till the horn call again, 
Then away! ta the woodlands away! 


8 ON G. 


RAT no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 
Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom liess 
Fill 'em higher ſtill, and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain x 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
umpers light it up again. 
Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy; 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ: 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 
And, when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


$ONG 


SON G8. 


SONG. Sweet Will. 


TA pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O; 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladen'd the plains ; ö 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſMet Will; O 
He melted eagh maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd eber pip'd like the fo 2etWilly O. 


All nu: ure ohey'd him the ſweet Willy Oz 
| Wherever he came, 
What eer fad a name, 
Whenever he iung follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


He would * a ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O; 
When arm'd inthe field, 
With ſword and with ſhi eld. 

The laurel was won by the ſwect W/illyO. 


Ile charm”: {| then when living, the aweer 
Wil; 0; 
Anil when 2 diy dy'd. 
Tus n. tune th: if figh' 4 


To part with her All in her I'yect Willy 0.” 


9 


s ON G. 


Aer of hope my ſau! revives, 
: And baniſhes deſpair; 

If vet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Ike h. m, ye Gods, your cage, 


'Ditpe* 


10 50 NG. Ss. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 

Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, 1n a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
T he penſive Cæ ia moun'd, 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudaen, Damon's well-known face 
Each 1ifing fear diſarms, M5 
He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She links into his arms, | 


SONG. The Rover. 


N all the ſex ſome charms I. find; 
J love to tiy all womankind. 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 


In Cupid's fetters molt ſevere, 
I languifh*d out a long, long year, 


The flave of wanton Kitty, 
The ſlave of „ anton Kitty, 


At length I breke the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love was endleſs Pain, 


One conſtant ſcene of tolly. 
One conſtant, &c. 


I vow'd no more to wear the yoke ; 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke, 


And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
> ſigh'd . . 


.S - 


— — 


S ON G 8. 2 1 


With treſſes neat of fluxen hue, 

Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
I hat lives in vonder valley, 

That lives, &c. 

Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 

And caught me in the curling hair 

Of !ittle tempting Sally, 

Of little, dec. 


Adorn'd with charms, tho” blithe and yaung, 

My roving heart from bondage ſprung, 
This:heart of yielding mett'c, 
This neart of yielding mett c: 

And now it wanders here and there, 

By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle 
But never more will ſettle, 


8 ON G. The Fair Monitor. A 

7 OU'VE fure forgot, dear mother mine, 
When you was once as biithe as me; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhiine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 
When you cou'd ſing, and dance, and play ; 
* g 1 

Alas December treads on May. Y 


Behold dame nature's fav rite blow, 
The rich Jonguil, the bluſhing Roſe 
How ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Surrounded by a thouſand foes ; 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harl December treads.on May.. 


_—w 


es. 

The whole creation owns this trutn; 
Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exact 

The mode, ſevere on blooming youth, 
By which themſelves cou'd never act? 


The blood that's warm will have its way, 
Too ſoon December treads on May. 


Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and glee, 
Let's whilit we're here, grim care deride 
Come ſport and frolie free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudiſh pi ide: 
The laws of love-—all ſhould obey, 
Before December treads on May. 


SONG, The Song of Diana, 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, at Covent Garden. 


W IT horn and with hound I waken 
the Day, 
And hie to my woodlands walk away; 
I. tuck up my robe, and am butkin'dafoon, 
\F ay tie to my Forehead a wexing moon; 

J courſe the fleet ſtig, unkennel the fox, 
And chale the wild goats o'cr the tumimits 
| of rocks: 
| | With ſhouting and h/oiing, we pierce thro” 
| the ſkv, f 
| And echo twins hunter, and doubles the cry. 

N 


| SONG. Sung by Mr. Lowe, 
0 RECITATIV?. 

ARK the horn calls -o—away ft 
11 


Come the grave; come the gay, 
Wake to Muſic that wakens the ſkies, 


Quit the bondage of #-t% and aiſe, 


en 


K. o N G 8. 13 
SOS. | 4 

From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn 

The wild heath and the mountain ſo ed 
Shrilly ope's the ſtanch hound; 
The keel neighs to the ſound, 

And the woods and the vallies repiy. 
Our forefathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 


By encount'ring the pard and the boar 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 


Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 
Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hills and dales we frequent, 

When the boſom of nature's l q 
Tho' in life's buſy Day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 

Still let ours be the prey of the kad. 


| SONG. 8 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 
M* heart's my own, my will is free, 

And ſo ſhall be my voice: 88 


No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice, 


Let parents rule, c — nature's laws, 
And children till obey, 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tvrannic ſway ? 


ons. 


_ 


14 


S O NS. 


SONG. A Hunting Caxrara. 5 
8 RECITATIVE.. 
WAH9, who is this, that frikes my 
wond'ring eyes? I T1 
"Tis roſy he3tth, an hunter in diſguile ! 


- 


He comes to win me from loft pleature's train. 
And thus he ſpeaks in his enlivening ſtrain, 


SONS. 


No the dawn's perping over the hill, 


To ſleep-breaking echoes arile, 


Hark ! the hounds and the hunters loud 611 


The woods with their ſhouts and their cries. 
Purſue oer the mountains your prey, 

Be firſt of the heart-cheering race, 
All rons' by the toils of the day, 

You'll own the delights of the chace. 
A hu ter, no more you'll complain, 

No ſplet n- brooding cares ſhall you know, 
A ttranger to ſicknels and pain, 

With life and new vigour you'll glow: 


Then flx from the pleatures that pall, 


"That langour moſt earneſtly yield, 
But vnke to the horn's early call, 
And hike to the {ports of the field. 


8:1, Ns. 
Fung by Mr. Dyer, in Love in a Village, 
TH INK, my faireſt, how delay, 
Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Dime fl es ſwift, and will away, 
4 lane, that's ever on its wings. 
: Doubting 


— — 


— © 4 2 ö 
89305 N GO 8. 7 
Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, | 
Lovers late repentante coſt; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, eas Bogle 
Seize obenſien ere tis loft, © 


8 ON G. e 
— Witten, Love and Nhe. 
THE murm'ring brooke, the fanning 


hrec cd, Wie 
Gay niyriles, flow'ry banks and trees, 

To doat on ſome incline; , 1 
But nobler bleſſings I adviſe, | 
The greateſt jays above the ſkies, 

Are women, love and wine, 

But nubler, &c. 
From ſcene to ſcene while thouſands rove, 
Unleſs by woman, wine and love, 

In ſecret let them pine; 

While I che world with pleaſure tell, 
We all may ev'ry care diſpel, 

With women, leve and wine, 
While 1 the, &c. 1 341 e 
The reſtleſs wretch who doats on gold, 
And wou'd in flames the world behold, 

To. ſte his trealure'ſhineg © 

Shall gen'rovs grow, his pelf deſpiſe, 
Be happy, joyous, honeſt, wiſe, 

By women, loye and wine, 

Shall gen'rous, &c. | 


May youth and age of all degrees, 4 
| On tuch inſpiring comforts ſc iae, | 5 D | 
| Tai 


16 8 þ 0 N 7 G/ 8. 7 
*Twill ev'ry ſenſe reſi nem: 
To ſee mankind ſo nobly bleſt, 
Superior pow'rs ſhall wiſh to taſte, 

Ot women, love and wine, 
To ſee mankind, &c. 


Ye ſons of joy or true delight, 
Dear woman, love and wine, unite, 
This great reſolve is mine; 
Forgetting ev'ry care that's paſt, ' 
My joy ſhall flow while life doth laſt, 
From women, love and wine, 
Forgetting ev'ry, Kc. 


S 0 NG. The Glove. 


A® Phebe one day 

X Was plucking her Map, 

the hde of a neighbouring grov 
. chanced to ruſh - * 25 

Thro' an envious buſh, 


That pilfer'd her favourite glove. 


Voung Damon to aid, 
A plot had been laid | 
»Twixt Hymen and Venus above; 
For thither 'tis known, 
The ſhepherds were ſhewn, 
And pick'd up the favourite glove. 
No more he's perplext 
To find a pretext 
For acceſs, to tell her his love; 
Elate with his lot, 
He ran to her cot, 


| And held up her favourite glove. 2 | 


8 O N GS. 
„% Oh Damon 'tis mine, 
(che urg'd with a whine) | 
„I've Joſt it to-day ir the grove." | 
But all were in vain, 


The'love-ftricken ſwain 
Rept pitting her hand, with the glove 


AH arts ſhe cou'd try, 
To maxe. him comply, | | 
She found but abortive to prove, A 
He urg'd it was hard f 
To hive no reward, 
For finding her f: wourite de. 


A mutual lime, hd. 

Na | urſt thro! her frame, 
In vain to conceal it th reve 
Then, fetching a 

With glance ot Fo eye, 
She gave ham her heart for the glove. 


Ay 4 8 0 N. G. "A [ 
e Way to Keep Him. | 
| N Tg fair, poſſeſs'd of every charm 


Þo, captien'e the will z 
* hoſe ſmiles can rage itteif diſarm, 
Whole frowns at once can kill; 
Say, will you dei 1 the, Vcl.C 10 hear 
here, fatt' 8 no part. 7 ö 
Fi hone ft verit, what flows lincee, 
And nid from a: e W 


, 
>—_— , ” {1 4 G: cal q 
* 0 | * 
1 
> . 


18 SON 68s. 
Great is your pow'r, but greater yet 
Mankind it might engage, 
If, s ye all can make a net, 
Ve all could make a cage, 
Each Nymph a thouſand Hearts may take, 
For who's to beauty blind ? 
But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told 
Too often told in vai 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And luck the lover's chain, 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; . 

Though be;uty may the charm begin, 
* Fis ſweetneſs makes it laſt,  - 


SONG. Favourite Nan. 
BEAR witneſs, ye watch by the manſiong 


of grace, 
I envy not ſportſmen the charms of the chace: 
The joys of the fields let them taſte when 
| they can, | 
More joys I can find in the ſmiles of my Nan. 


When Cynthia ſirſt ſilvers the turbulant deep, 
And poor weary'd mortals lie pillow'd in 
: lep; 

*Tis then my fond paſſion I ardently fan, 
And fit and chit- chat by the ſide of my Nan. 
I'd appeal to the ſpheres, would the ſpheres 

but declare. 
If they ſaw in the circuits ſo happy a pair: 
| I care 


SON G8. 
I care not for fortune, nor envy no man, 
Contented I roam with my ſweet little Nan. 
Should Jove a new world but hereafter give 
birtnl, 1 | 
And plamed with mortals, like thoſe of the 
earths, | | 
To give more endearments & vigour to man, 
His heip-mate he'd form from the form of 
my Nan, : 5 
SONG, The Berrowed Kiſt. 
E E I languiſh, fee I faint! 
1 muſt borrow, beg, or ſteal ; 
Can you ſee a Soul in want, 
And no kind compaſſion feel ? 
Give, or lend, or let me take, 
One ſweet kiſs; J atk no more: 
One ſweet kiſs, for pity's fake : 
I'Il repay it o'er and ober, na 
I'll repay it o'er aud o'er. 
Chloe heard, and with a ſmile, 
Kind, compaſſionate and ſweet, 
Colin! it's a fin to feat, 
And for me to give not meet 3 
But I'] lend a kils' or twain 
To poor Colin in diftreſs ; 
Not that Pl be paid again; 
Colin! I mean nothing tefs. © 
SONG. The Fond Fair. 
WHEN lovers for favours petition, * 
r Oh! then they approach with reſpect, 
Put when in our hearts they've admiſſion, | 
They treat us with ſcorn and negleR; 
W , 5 


. 
4 


4 
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8 ON S8. 
*Tis dan to try em, 
1 —— try 


are men to _— 
"Tis ſafer, much ſafer to fy "ems 
So eaſy are maids to believe. 


© Cupid, why art Aer" 


Such endleis deſigus on my heart, 
To make me ſo fond of my ruin, 


And doat on the cauſe of my ſmart. - 


In vain do I ſtrive to remove him, 
Affection to reaſon 1s blind; 
n ſpite of his failings I love him, 


He's charming, tho? falſe and unkind. 


SONG. The Fickle Swain, 


Ok ! lovely Celia, heay'nly maid} 
Kind, gentle, fair, and free, 
Kind, gentle, fair, and free; 

In all thy ſex's charms array'd, 
How tew are form'd like thee? 

Thy Image always fills my mind, 
The theme ot ev'ry ſong; 

I'm fix'd to thee — 1 add, 
But alk, not for how long. 


The fair in gen ral I've admir'd, 
Have long been falſe and true; 

And when the laſt my fancy vr 4, 
It wander'd round to yt. 


The while I can, I'll be fincere, / 


As turtles to their mates 
Jens? 


his moment's your's and mine, my 
Wot * N know, is fate s. 


$ 


1 * 
WS. 8. 


$8086 
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S8 O N G 8. 
$ON G. Cenerous Lowes 
L E's a gentle gen'ious paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights, 
Which, with mutual inclination, 


Two fond hearts in one unites, 
Two fond hearts in one unjtes. 
What are titles, pomp, and riches, 
It compar'd with true content? 
That falſe e joy, which now bewitches, | 
When obtain'd; we may MV. 
Lawleſs paſſions bring ("my 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorjous Emulation 
Ot*the bliſsful Rate. above... 7 


SONG. 
ECLARE, my pret maid 
D Muſt iy Fd u iſcarrod | 
With yay T'll toy, I'll kiſs and n 
But hang me if I matr 7x. 
Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let 'me longer ta 
With you I'II toy, IL'II kiſs and 11 
But N me if 1 marry. 
Tho' charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can 
I love to kiſs, to toy an — ; 
But do not chuſe to mar). | 
» Day of the dale N 
es a mere ſlave of Harrys 1 * 
2 Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kifv's; 
„ The fooliſh ſwuin wou'd marry. — ** | 
ele þ 


1 
32 


1 


rs — 4 a 7 — * a 
__ 8 0 3 N G 8. * 
* Theſe fx'd * m 
* — benz PO ol 
ith } kiſs, and pla 
* Bur hang me if I marry. mh 1 


ne lh @ We bo? 
The Crying and Laughing SONG... 


WIEN I awake, with painful brow, 
Ere the cock begins to crow 5 

Toſſing, tumbling, in my bed, 

Aching heart a "aching head ; 14 

Pond” 10 r human pe, 

Cruel ba 25 


11885 


— 
. > —— — 


When theſe forro ws ſtrike my view, 
I CY monn—_ 
| 
And, to 1 * the guſhing tear, 125 
| Wipe it with the pillow-bier. -- 


But when ſportive ev'ning comes, 
Routs, ridottos, balls, and dme; 
Caſinos here, Feſtinos there,, 
Mirth and paſtime ev*ry where; 
Seated by a ſprightly laſs, - 
| Smiling with 1 ſmiling. Op * 
When theſe pleaſures are my lot, LA 
Taylors, bailiſfs, all forgot, | 
I laugh 
Careleſs, then, what may befal, 
Thus I hake my ſides at all. 
Then, again, when I peruſe, oY” 
O'er my tea, N whe | 
Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, ' 


Wamton wives, and cuckold portes; 55 


4 — —-—ͤ — — ———— — — _ 
g — 
* * 


: 


” 


— IEF ny Foe Ranges 


SONGS 
When I read of money lent, - 
At ſixteen and a half per cent. 
«I cryin” e an 
Budi, ere the muffin's gone, 
3 enters honeſt John ;: , 
„Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
« Waiting in a chaiſe and four: 
Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 
Swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs, 
And lug 1 
$9 may this indulgent throng, 
Who now, failing, grace my ſongs ** 
Never more ety, oh! oh oh!“ 


But join with me in ha! ha ha! 2 


SON G. The- Approach of May. 
Written by Mr. Cunningham. 
TR virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows; 
The birds ſweetly bill cn the ſpray, 
The poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida. bright Venus may rein, 
Ador'd for her beauty ahovez - 4 
W- ſhepherds who dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of love. 


Frem the welt as it wantouly blow, 
Fond zephyr careſſes the vine, 7 
The bee lleals a kiſs from tlie roſe, "i 
And wiilows and woodbines entwine. 
The pinks by the rivulet ſide, 

That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide-z 7 
For May is the motiier uf love. 


* 
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E 8 NG 8. 
Tay tinges the butterfly's wing, 
. e flutters in bridal array; 
If the lark and the linnet now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ſtock. dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove - 
And, myrmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love. 


The goddefs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; | 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the day. | 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove ; 
Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find 
That May is the mother of love. 


A —u—y— 


SONG | 
The Origin of Engliſh Liberty. 
Written by G. A. Stevens. 


| ONCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial 
| feaſt | 

Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing ; 

Merry Momus, among them, was ſat a> & 


e 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 
On each in the 1vnod tlie humeurift droll'd, 
Sd none could his jokes diſuppiore ; 
He ſung, repartec'd, aud ſome lmart florics 
told 
And at laſt thus began upon Jcve, | 


8 ON G'S 25 
Sire! Atlas, who Jong has the univerſe bore, | 
Gros grievoully tired of late 4. 
© He ſays, that mankind are much 3 than | 
before, 
so he begs to be eas'd of their weight.” | 
Jove, 22 the earth on poor Atlas was 

| url'd 4 

From his ſhoulders commanded the hall, | 

Give his daugh er, Attraction, the charge | 

of the world, 

; And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. | 
' 
| 
| 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the 
glube round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth ; 
Likeadiamond, the whole with an atmotphere. 
bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the ea:th ; 
With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India now? dy 
France and Spain ſhe taught vine) ards to- 
rear ; 
What ſvited each clime, on each clime _ 
heltow'd, 
i] And freedom the feund flouriſh*d here. 


Four cardina} virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 


3 As guardians to cheriſh the root; Ro 

* The bloſſams of liberty 'gen then to ſmile, | 
And Engiiſhmen fed on the fruit. | 

:) Thus fed, and thus bred, from a W r ſo 

5 rale, 


O prelerve it as free as twas giren! 
«* We will, while we've breath, nay, vel 
raſp it in death, e 

” Then return it unt inted to heay'n.!? 


SONG 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
. He futters in 2 * 
If the lark and the linnet now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ſock. dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove x 
And, NN ſeems to repeat, 
e 


4 
* 


That May is the motlier of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſporti ve and gay; 
Get your pipes, oh | ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the day. | N 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove ; 
Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find L 
That May is the mother of love. 


| SONG | V 
The Origin of Engliſh Liberty. 
Written by G. A. Stevens. 

ONEE the gods of the Grecks, at ambroſial 


_ feaſt, 

Large howls of rich nectar were quaffing; 

Merry Momus, among them, was ſat as & 
eſt, 

(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd J-ughing :) 
On each in the 1ynod the humeuriſt droll'd, 

Sd none could his jokes difup ore 5 
He ſung, * and ſome {mart florics , 

told, 


And at laſt thus began upon Je. 
Sire! 


2 wy 


— 


8 O N G 8. 25 


Sire! Atlas, who Jong has the univerſe bore, 
Gros grievoully tired of late; 


© He ſays, that mankind are much worſe than | 


before, 
So he begs to he eas'd of their weight,” 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas wag 
hurl'd, * 
From his ſhoulders commanded the hall, 
Gave his daugh er, Attraction, the charge 
of the world, | 


And the hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the 
globe round, i 
To ſee what each climate was worth ; 
Likeadiamond, the whole with an atmotphere 
bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the ea:th ; 
With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow*d ;- 
France and Spain ſhe taught vine) ards to- 
rear; - 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe 
beſtow'd, | 


And freedom the foyud flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virturs ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardiins to cheriſh the root; : 
The Þ!offams of liberty 'gen then to ſmile, - 
And Engiiſhmen fed on the fruit. | 


Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo 


rate, 
O preterve it as free as twas givenl n 
« We vill, while we've breath, nay, well 
rap it in death, f 

10 Then return it unt inted to heav'n.““ 


— — 


nz 
4] 
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| SONG. i 
| - The Roalt Beef of Old England. A Cantata. 
_ Recitative. ea 

V at the gates of Calais, Hagarth 

| Where fad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madam Grandſire's 

cook 

As home he ſteer'd, his carcaſe that way took 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 

On whom he often wiſh'd, in vain, to dine : 

Good Father Dominick by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy 


| e; 
Who, — he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
Mis benediction on it he beſtow'd: 
And as the ſolid 4at his fingers preſs' d. 
He lick'd his | chaps, and thus the knight 
add:els'd, 5 "4 7 I 


ST Tt MHoct 


| Ann. 
O rare roaſt beef ! lov'd by all mankind, F. 
It I were oom'd to have thee, B 
When drcſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind. Sc 
And ſwiming in thy gravy, In 
Not all thy country ſorce combin'd ö 
Should from my fury fave thee, $y 
Renown'd Sir Loin, oft-times decreed 
The theme of Englith ballad ; dv 
On thee e en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchmen's palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed Ti 
youp meagre, frogs, and fatiud' 
IS + WM Kecita-: v. My 


I's - 


SON CS 77 


A half. ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and lean, 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 


And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food, _ 


His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief. 


And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief, 


AIX. 

Ah, ſacre dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar, it is the roaſt beef from Londre; 
Oh] grant to me von lettle bite? 

But to my guts if you give no heedin 
And cruel fate dis boon denies Fe 


In kind compaſſion unto my. pkadingy + - 


Return, and let me fealt my eyes. 


Recitative. — 
I'is fellow. guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whole brazew front his country did hetrayg 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By boreit means te gain his daily bread: 
Soon us the well-known profpe& he deſcry d, 
In blubb'ring accents doleſully he ery'd. | 
AIX. 
$weet bak that now cauſes my ſtomach to 
; + ; | 
Sweet beef, &c, | | 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy, that fo light 1e, 
To view thee, by pa lfuils, ruus out of 


1 


* 


* > * 
While 
£4 4 W * * 
— at c 4 


o 2 


2 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a 
— 1 
While here, &c. | 

f 8 Ah, hard- hearted Loui, 

4 Why did I come to you! 
Ihe gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd 
me from ſtarving. | 


Recitative, 
'# Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 
| W hofed his noſe, and fcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
Bupwhen Old England's bulwark he eſpy d, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas | was thrown afide ; 
With lifred hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd 

his caſe, | em 2 


0 
— —— 


AIR. | 
How hard, oh ! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late; 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 
O the beef! the bonny, bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down | 


Ah, Charley! had thou not been ſeen, T 

This ne'er had happ'd to me; T 

I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, * 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee, | 

O the beef, &c. * Fe 


Recitative. 1 2 T7 
But ſee l my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially vaſes] ; 


hg *, 9 


"x 
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here 


2 5 
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8 O NG 5, 29 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 


throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures, are 
not known. 
Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould 
ring 
In ruſtie fable give me leave to ſing. 
A i —— f d 
$ once ona time a young frog. and vain, 
Beheld a large ox — 5 or Keile plain. 
He boaſted bye ſize he could quickly attain. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then N ſtretching his weak little frames 
— who ſtood by, like a knowing old 
dame, 


Cry'd, ** Son, to attempt it you're ſurcly l. 


" blaine.*” 
O the ro1ſt beef, &c. 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thick, 

An effort he ventur*d more — than the firſt ʒ 

Till 8 and ſtraining too hard made him 
bur 


O the roaſt beef, &e, 


Then, Britons, be yaliant, the moral is clear; 

The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur, 

Whoſe puffs — —— we need never fear. 
0 the roaſt beef, &c. 

For 2 our commerce and arts, we are 
a 

To ſee the dir Loin ſmoaking hot on table, 

The French may een burſt, like the frog in 

the fable, N 

| SONG 


—— — 


— — 


SONG, Old England's my Toaft. 
WHO thirſts for more knowledge is 


welcome to roam, 
He may ſeek a new climate who is wretched 
| at home; 
Who of plcaſnre or folly has not had his ful, 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will: 
But nothing ſÞ4ll tempt me to croſs the ſalt 
main, 
For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling js 
pain, | 
Old England, brave boys, good enough is 
Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where by 
; birth-right I'm free; 
Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 
Lean ſport in the field, or can roar in my hall; 
My time is my own, I can do as I will, 
T have children that prattle, a wife that is ſtill, 


I feel that I'm happy tho” taxes run high, 
I want no exotics, ſo eaſy am I; 


Im alive to my friends, and at peace with 


the dead, | 
With party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 
Contention J hate, and a bumper love moſt, 
You'll pledge me I'm ſure, for Old England's 
muy toaſt, 


SONG, The State of a Lover. 
H. happy a lover's life paſſes, 
41 When e ſigh for ſigh ! 
He looks upon all men as aſſes 
Who have not ſome girl ans R 
H it 


SONGS _ 
With heart full as light as a feather, © 


Where ſwains croud impatient together, 
And maidens look out for their ſparks, 


What ſwe*t pa!pitation ariſes, 
When Chloe appears full in view ! 

b Her ſmiles-at more value he prises, 

1 Than miſers the mines of Peru. 


* ſwift-winged time, as they're Mtg, 

is 4 them, alas ! by his flight "a 
; By — ion he ill hears her talking, 

for abſent, he keeps her in light... 
Whenever abroad he regales him, 

And Bacchus calis out for his laſs ; 
Nis love for his Chloe neer fails him, 

Her name gives a zeſt to his glals. 
No other amuſements he prizes, _ 

Than thoſe that from Chloe ariſe 


And laſt when he cloſes his eyes. 


Then let not ambition diſtreſs us, 
Or fortune's fantaſtical chace 

Love only with Chloe can bleſs us, 
And give all we want to cmbrace. 


S O N G.. The Monſtrous Ggod Song. 
Sung vy Mrs, Vrigbten. 
Bren your attention on this little ſong ; 


It it's not very good, it is not very longs 
I flatter myſelf no perſon here grudges 
Jo give an opinion, you're monttrots 


Jud ges; 


| 

a | i 

He trips to the terrace or parks f 
: 
| 


She's firſt in his thoughts hen he riſes, 5 


ä — — — 


- S ON GG 8. 
The ſage politician ſtill low'rs on the times, 
On ruin and beggary ringing the chimes ; 
The wy ut fellow, old unn dee 
er 
Who 1 ke princes fey re monſtrouſy 
wile : 


5 
Why if the N come they Galt vd us 
we 
Encamp'd ſo like ſoldiers, hair * 
and fuzzled, 
To deeide which is which they” d be mon- 
ftroufly puzzled. 
Let no ſour grey 2 — deride their intention, 
Any lady among them cou'd vanquiſh a 
Frenchman; 
Shou'd the Monſieurs invade, what with 
women and men 
They'd be moutrouly glad to get ſafe back 
again, ; 


dome tiſciplinariant, who ſervice haveknowns 
Think Britons have ſpirit enough of their own; 


They ſee with-contern our fair ladies roam, 
And think they'd. be monſtrouſly better at 


home. 


Each Night hither flock, then let pleaſure 


invite 
Here Venus, Apollo and Bacchus delight ; 
If I but enjoy the gay (miles of this Throne, 
I ſhall es this uf mine is a yes yu 
ng. 


* 


SONG 
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SON G8. 33 
SONG, Sung in the Padlock. _ 
GAY, little fooliſh flutt'ring thing,. | 
Whither, ah ! whither would you wi 
Your airy flight ? 7 
Stay here and fing, 
Your miſtreſs to delight, - + 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go! 
Wheie, you wanton, could you be 


Half ſo happy as with me; 


SONG. Phillida, Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


CON all ye ſhepherds of the plain, 
Come ev'ry nymph and ev'ry Swain, 
Leave all your work and haſte away, 
ior Damon weds his Phillida: 

Let mirth and pleafure then go round, 
Let ev*ry heart with joy abound, 

And we'll be merry, briſk and gay, 

For Damon weds his Phillida. 


The ſwains ſhall pipe in pleaſing ſtrains, 
The ny mphs ſhall dance blithe o'er the plains, 
In honour cf the happy day ; 
That Damon weds his Phillida : 

No melancholy ſhall be ſeen, 

All ſhall be happy on the green, 

For we'll caſt all our cares awa 

When Damon weds his Phillida. 


The voſe and lily we'll entwine, 
And ev'ry pleaſing flower we'll join 
And make a chaplet ſair and gay, 
To deck the lovely Phillida: 


Ber eg: 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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SON GS. 


Beneath their feet we flow'rs will ſtrew 
And garlands hang on every bough, : 


And all to grace the wedding-day 


— 


Of Damen and his Phillida. 


S ON G. On Tobacco. 
OBACCO's-but an Indian weed, 
Crows green at morn, cut down at eve; 
II fliews our decay, we ate but clay. 
Think on this when you ſmoke tobacco. 
Tue pipe that is ſc Aly white, 
herein ſo many take delight, 
Is hroke with a touch; man's life is ſuch 
Think on this when you ſmoke tobacco. 
The pipe that is ſo foul within, 
Shews how mar's foul is ſtain'd with ſin; 
It does re quĩ e to be purg'd with fire. 
Think of this when you take tobacco. 


| The aſhes that are lefi behind, 


Du ſerve to put us all in mind, 

Thi into duſt retuin we nuſt. 

Think on this when you moe tobacco, 
The imoke that does ſo high afcend, 
SLews that man's Ife mutt have an end; 

e vapour's gone, man's lite is done. 

I ink on this when you take tobacco. 


S ON G. The Female Hunter. 
Sung by Miſs Thornton, 
A Sweet ſcented beau and a ſin ring young 
4 ch:t, 


An aitful attorney, a rake and a wit, . 
„ et 


S ON 6 8. ” 
Set out on the chace in purſuit of her heart. 
5 Whilſt Chloe diſdainfully laughed at their art; 
And rouz'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet 
Morn, | 
And rouz'd by the hounds, &c. 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn, 


Wit ſwore by his fancy, the beau by his face, 
The lawyer with quibble, ſet out on the chace, 
The cit with exaftnelſs made up his account, 
The rake told his conqueſts, how vaſt the 
| amount; TY 01 
She laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the 
morn, | 


uch Tantivy, the follow'd the echeing horn. y 


Their ciamorous noiſe rouz'd a jolly young 
ſwain, '+ An. 
5 Hark forwaid, he cry'd, then bounc'd over 
the plan; n 
a He diſtanc'd the wit, the cit, quibble and 
he u, gt 
And won the fair nymph with hollo hillio- 
Now together they ting a ſweet hymn to the 
co, morn, * 
Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


ry 


Co SONG, Woman. 
Vs Sung at Marybonz, Written by Mr. Boyce. 
COME love to range, fo fond of change, 
1 Variety's their (hrine ; 
ach has his ſcheme and fav*rite whim, 
bung 


But woman, woman's mine. 


Tue 


- 


| With various arts ſhe charms our hearts, 


36 S ON 
The feſtive bowl, the martial ſoul, 
The miſer I decline; 
Like childiſh toys, to ſome they're joys, 


But lovely woman's mine. 


And makes this life divine; 
For all the tricks of all the ſex, 
I'd {til} have woman mine. 


Let ideots rave, who what they'd have 
The ſex they can't define; 
Juſt as ſhe is, ſhe's form'd to pleaſe, 
And long be woman mine. 
The ſparkling eye, the melting ſigh, 
When heart and heart conjoin z 
The bliſs of love, all bliſs above, 
Make charming woman mine. 
| * and ſtate, ſucceed ye great, 
'n envy nor repinez _ 
If bleft with pow'r, to life's laſt hour, 
| To keep dear woman mince. 


0. 


37 


. -  .» e 


SONG. The Court of Vauxhall. 
Written for and ſung by Mr. Vernon. 
Set to Muſic by the AUTHOR. 
r ET pleaſure's gay queen hold her court 
where ſhe may, , _ 
t Almack's by night, at St. James's by days | 
et ſay what men will, and when envy ſays all, 


here's nothing can vie with her court at 
Vauxhall. 


The lawyers ſo learned, ſo grave, and ſo wiſe, 
dor us quit their briefs, and for us quit their 
ryes t 3 
etire > our gardens, their minds to unbend; 
And tup with a client, or ſup with a friend, 
The doctor of phyſic,return'd-from his round, 
Fives us the odd ſhilling, and pockets the 


«a, 


pound; 0 | 5:0” "0 
And leſt the chill damp of the evenibg ſhould 
hurts | 7 ' 
Preſcribes tor his patty a large doſe of port: 
The parſoh ſo fleck in his bettermoſt wig, 
alls loudly tor ham, tho' we pay no tythe 


pig, 1 12 
Aud bere it itrikes ten, ſits down and falls tot, 
With beef in commendam, and chickens to 
; by 


28 8. 0 N G 8. 
The lords and the ladies who Ranelagh fil], 
| And move — and round like a horſe in 
| a mi ] 
| Come hither al freſco to take a cool walk, 
| When tir'd of {mall . ſmall ten, and 
| ſſmall talk. 
| 


Cur muſicis ſerm'd both ke nature REY art, 
Pick d up on each branch, the ct birds 
| bear a part: 
And when with wild notes you have ſated 
your 2ar, 
Valk Sis way, and Men to e up 
cre, 


$ ON G. A Bacchonalian Seng. 
 WETL ink, and we'll never have done, 


Buy $, 
Put the 9!ats thin rcund with the ſun, boys; 
Let Apollo s entirpb invite us, 
| Four he's divnk ev'ry nig! t. 
| Thot makes him fo bright, 
| That he's ile text morning to light us. 


Drinkin ss „Chritt'an dir erſion. 
Unknowd. to the Turk and the Perſian; 
5 Let Malometan fools 
L.iv@by heathentſh rules, 
And dreamy oe their ten puts and coſſee; . 
4 While the bxave Britons ſing, 
Fs. And dun h aith to the king, | 
= And a tg Fur nay wiran find tophy. 4 


8 ON 8. 


N — 


ne, 
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SONG. Two Strings to One's Bow: , 
Sung by Miſs Thornton. 


THO by Colin I now am forſaken, 
No willow my temples ſhall bind; 
Thoꝰ in one I by chance am miſtaken, | 
Another I hope will prove kind. | 
Young Colin would leave me in ſorrow z 
Yet this I would have him to know, 
From him this good maxim I borrow 
is belt t*have two ſtrings to one's bow, 


] own his bright eyes wete my pleaſure, 
When Love from their beams tmil'd on me; 
f own he was onee all my treaſure, 
But I'll bz as fickle as he: 
Veung Damon can cure all my ſorrow 3 ? 
And this I would have you to know, 
From the men this good maxim I borrows 
They've always two ſtrings to their bow. 


Learn, ladies, to ſcorn the falſe rovers, 
Who ſhun you becauſe you are true; 
Prove conftant and kind to your lovers, 
Only while they prove conſtant to you: 
For 1 ſalſe one, *tis folly to languiſh; 
Then attend to my council, and know, 
To avoid all ſuch pining and angviſk, 
Lake ſure of two things to my bow. 


S 
Wine Mo; re-echo'l, enlivens the chacs. 


o* > SH UTIO @ % 


s ON G. A Huzting Song. - 


O ER the lawns, up the hills, as with 
ardour we bound, , 
Led on by the loud- — Soc] 3 
Kind breezes ſtill greet us, with 
* crown'd, 
And joyful we meet the fweet morn. - 
Roty health blooms about us with natural 


races 


Should all the gay larks as they ſoar wan 
'Pherr notes in à concert ur. re; 
The muſic of hounds, when cr off in full cr: 
Would give a more tuneful delight. * 
Koſy health, &c. 


"Tis over tis over—a pleaſure divine 
Preſh air and full exercitc vield; 
At night, my good friends, Oer the juice of 
"the vine | 
We'll ting to the Perts ef the field. 
Rol y health, GC, 


SON G. The Caution, 
Sung by Tirs. Fraghtes.” 


F. ATR Kizty's charms young Johnny tooky 

So cager he for billing 3 

When, ko + the n7 mip): the Lenin tor vp, 
Jo ſhiw her porer” of kn aug, I 

The ſhepherd brilkly charged his tune, 
And cry*d, coquæt te, em me. 

The lover you refus'd im June, 


Wou'g with for in Dercuebei. 


a. oo 
- 
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Young Jonny ſoon met Philomel, 
Good-natur'd, blithe, and bonny ; 
She Wothd the love- ck ſwain fo well, 
Proud Kate's forgot by Johnny. £ 
nettes take warnmeg, ehange your tune; 
his woful truth remember,. 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
Yowll wiſh for in December. 
tas! peor Kate, with ſcythe ſo ſharp, 
Time Oer the forehead ſtruck her: 
And now her charms begin to warp.— 
She's in a piteous pucker. /. 
. take warning, change your tune 
This woful truth remember. 2 


The lover you refuſe in June, 


You'll wiſh for in December. / 
19 4 8 ON g. The Farmer's Song. 
N affweet healthy air, on a farm of my own, 
0e Half a mile from the church, and jaſt two 
Tr from a town, | | 


Diverſions and buſine(s I vary for caſe, 
But your fine folks of London may do as they 
pleaſ:, | WE” 
y frechold, tis true, I'm entitled to vote; 
cl But, becauſe Iwill never be wrong, if I know't 
Fil adhere to no one, till each party agrees; 
bots Bat your fine folks at London, &c, | 
de ſixty, and upwards, I never knew pain, 
c, MW Mygoody's as ancient, yet does not complain; 
en the flocks of my own I wear coats of 
warm frizez W OY 
But your fine folks at London; &c. 
- ugh B 3 I n&er 


| | 


LY 


I. Enc'er was at law in the courſe of my life, 
Ar 1njur'd a neighbour in daughter or wife; 
| the poor have lent money, but neyer took 


* 
1 
8 


#5 fees, 

Bot your fine folks at London, &c, 

I ne'er had ambition to viſit the great, 

Yethonourmy king, and will ſtand by the ſtate 

By the church, and dear freedom, in all it's 

degrees; 

But your fine folks at London may do as they 
pleaſe, 


S ON G. Damon. 


QWEE T, oh | ſweet the flow'rs in May 

Sweet the dew drep on the ſpray; 
Yet more than all, if all ſhould meet, 
My Damon's ſweeteſt of the ſweet, 


In gentle Damon's face the role, 
Blended with the lily grows; 

His iparkling eyes that glow with fire, 
Mildelt, gentleſt love inſpire, 

His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

Still dropping with the morning dew ; 
While breathing and inviting love, ! 
They loftly, gently, ſweetly move. 


SONG. The Inntteeper's Song, 
W HAT think you, my maſters! 'tis 
wondrous to me, 
That puffs are encourag'd to ſuch a degree, 
But puffs I deteſt, fo live quiet and huth ; 
1 {ell -you good wine, and good wine needs 
no buſh, 


Poſts, 


1 
K 


tis 
ee, 
3 
eds 


pts, 


SONS YY.: 43 
Poſts, penſions, and votes, are oft got by a puff, 


Bar, pulpit, and theatr e, thrige by Ke ny 
But puffs I deteſt, &c. 


I laugh at the a ee till Tm ball vn; d, 
To lee how by puffing men tickle mankind *. 
But puffs I deteſt, &c. 


When great ones negociate matters by puff, 

To ae them mechanics are ready enengh 

But putts I deteſt, fo live quiet and hulk. : 

I tell you good wine, and — wine ne. e 
no buſh, | 


SON G. Fancy: A erte Cantata, 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell. 


WH AT innocent delight ſweet Fancy 
yields! 
Wich her how ſweet to range the flow'ry 
fields ! 
While parted from my Jove with cruel war, 
Thy aid, ſweet Fancy, I implore. „ 


Smiling Fancy, ſoftly lead 
To the joys of jocund May; 

To the daiſy, dewy mead, p 
Where my ſhepherd us'd to tray. 


Lead me where the bloſſi,m*d houghs 
Form'd, the bow'r to Colin dear; 
And let the obje& of my vows, 
Let my gentle ſw in be there. 


Now, victory, crown the gallant youth; 
$weet peace and joy, gur hours are ihine 
Oh! love, reward his loyal truch, 
Aud myrtle with his laurels twine. 
SONG, 


7” © N & 8. 
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| Tu a hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd fot, 
| Who never yet thought of treaſon or plot; 
| | A good bottle that's mellow the chief of my 
| 
| 
| 
{ 


* 
* 


cares, | 

And I guzzle each night till I'm carry'd up 
| ſtairs. 
For the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy 
| and wiſe, Ni | 
All Fg an chat they tell us, is, under he 
1 ies; . 
| "Tis a hint that 1 like not, a trumpery tale, 
| So I drown all the thoughts on't in fa 


p gons 
of ale, 


They may call me 'ſot, blockhead, or e'en 
f what they will; 

But 1 nor it riches, nor wiſdom or 
. | I 5 

Can their owners preſerye from a church-yard 
. or prieſt, | 
Why I'il Ive as J like it, all method's a jeſt, 
On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, 

or ſhe taught me to love, and ſhe taught me 
to drink; * 
To my pleaſures full power ſhe taught me to 
ive 

And Tl Rick to her maxims as long as I live, 
T've money good ſtore on't, and ſpend it I muſt 
Be roaring and jolly, but honeſt and juſt, 

That, cold in iny coffin, my landlord my fay, 

* He's gone, and he's welcome, there's nothing 


. SONG 


. * „ 


: 1 ® 
$ O N G 8. % 


8 Os. 
From the New Entertainment of the Quakere 
Wile the lads in the village fhall merri y, 


ah ! , 
Sound thei tahors, I'll hand thee along 1 * ; 
Anil! { ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! | 
Verily, ah! v ily, ah veriiy, ab! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
Thou and I will be firit, &c. 


Ju then, when the youth who laſt year won 
the dow'r, 
With his mate, thail the ſports have begun; 
V hen the gay voice of gladueſs is heard from 
tucn hoer, | 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one, 
Waile the lads in the village, &c. 


Tho'e joys that are harmleſs, what mortal 
can blame; 
*[is my 1am that youth ſhould be free; 
And to prove that my words and my deeds 
are the f me, 
BeJ'eve, thou malt preſently fee, 
Waile the tads in the village, &ec. 


SON G. Friend/biþ and Wine. 


LET. the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 
My plenſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs ; 
Gu the world weli or ill, 
"Tis the ſame with me (ill, 
If I haye but my triend ard my glafs, 


PR 
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The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lye, 

And Cicœſus his treaſure amaſs ; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 


* So Pil ſtand by my friend and my glaſg. 


New lite wine inſpires, | 
And creates new deſires, | 
And oft wins the lover his la's, p 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs ; 
80 III ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


The earth ſucks the lain, | 

The tun draws the main, 

"With the carth we are all in a claſs ; 

Then enliven the clay, 1 
Let us live while we may, * 

And Fil ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. } 


"Tis friendſhip and wine, 

Only, life can refine : 
We care not whate'er come to paſs 
With courtiers, er great men, 
Theie's none of us ſtateſmen: 
Come, here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


e 


A EUNTING SONG, and CHORUS. 
Sung by Mr Verucu, Mrs. Frigbten, M:fs 
x Thornon, and Mrs, Weichjell. 

T* ſun now peeps o'er yonder hill, 
| In ſtreaks of golden red; 
For ſhame get up, nor ſlumber till,” 
Quit, quit your downy bed. 


be . 
ors 
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Chorus. 
For hark ! horn and hound are ſaluting the 
Aapy, 
The fox from his covert is burfting away; 
Ober mountains he ſcampers, we I double 
our pace, 


Swiſt *rengeance purſues him and gladdens ' 
dur chace 


Loſe, loſe no time, to horſe my boys, 


Fling off dull 4rowly (plcen ; 
2neighing ſound, and die -ptongu'd noiſe, 
Now calls us to the green, 
For hark ! horn, &c. 


With roſy health our cheeks hall glow, 

Our nerves with toil be tirons ; 

With tides of joy our bloo!! ſhall flow. 
Who join the hunting throng, | 

For hurkY! horn, &c. , 


And when we leave the ſhouting ſteld, 
An. nig zht has > ght us h nne, 
Libations 1 rich h. Hui, Ahl yicl 1, 
Laud mtith alt hake th: d dome. 
For hark ! born, Sec. i 


S O N G. Sung at Sa. lan Wellsy 
gar wins an women are 


The fource of all our j. „sz 
N A brimener (elt-ns every care 
And heut never cloys ; 
Then let us drink und Lanes * 
| While yet our ha) ts are way 3 
N Women an } wine, by all, ML 4, 
| "Aut. » LE s ui, git and dx. 


— 
3; 


* 


— 
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SONG. Curip Triumphant. 


OW%®s the time for mirth and glee, 
| Sing, and love, and laugh with me; 
Cupid is my theme of ſtory: 
*Tis his godſhip, fame and glory, 
How all yield unto his law ! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


O'er the grave, and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play : 
He makes heroes quit their glory: 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ſtory 
Bending them unto his law ! 
Ha ! ha! &c. 
Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity,-piercing h arts; 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, * 
Firmly fix'd is Cupiil's law ! 
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Ha'! ha! &c. | 
Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're fads —'twixt me and you x 0 


Then, ye maids and men, be wary, 
How you meet before you marry ; 
Cupid's will is ſolely lay! 
Ha ! ha! &c. 


SON G. A Huntng Song. 


OUZE, rovze, jolly ſportſmen, the 
hounds are all out, 
The'chace is begun, I Jeclare ; 
ome, up too and horle, Jet us follow the rout, 
Kd join in the chace of the hare, 


art | 


— — 
— — — — 


Hark | hark! don't you hear, they are now 
in the vale 
The horn how melodious it ſounds ! 
Poor puſs in a fright, how ſhe ſtrives to prevail, 
And fly from the cry of the hounds ! 
Tho'up to the hills and mountains ſhi ſcales, 
| Whoſe tops ſcem to join in the (ky 
We mount in the air, like a kite in a gale, 
And follow the hounds in full cry. 
Tho! into the copſe, ſhe for refuge there flies, 
We kill her, *tis twenty the odds; 
While echo ſurrounds us with hooting and 
We ſeem to converſe with the gods. 
Our freedom with conſcience is neveralarm'd, 
We are ſtrangers to envy and ſtrife; 
When bleſt with a wife, we return to her arms; 
Sport ſweetens the conjugal life. 
Our d+ys paſs away in a ſcene of delight 
Which kingsand their courtiers ne'er taſte; 
In pleaſures of love we revel all night, 
Next morning return to the ch ice, 


S ON G. By Miſs Thornton, at Vauxball. 


M* Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on Tay, 
He ten:is his ſheep on verilant plain, 
And chears me all the day: | 
F ory, oh! he is fo blythe a lad, 
A blyther canna” be, | 
he Whenc'er he's nigh my heart is glad, | 
For deitly Be 8 me. ö | 
a 4 


— 
—＋/Z8 % — — * 


P 


ze 8. DO N S8. 
As on a moſſy bank we fit, 
Beneat h 2 tr agrant ſaacle, 
The youth he charm'd me with his chat, 


And on his bag pipe play'd. 
For, oh, &c. 


. He calls me his dear liſe and care, 
And his owr. Mozgy too; 
He vows by all that's good and fair, 
To me he will prove true. 
PFor, oh, &c. 


80 I will prize my lovely ſwain, 
And yield to be his wife; 

Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be ble s'd for life. 

For, oh ! he is fo blythe a lad, 
A UIFther canna' be; 

'Wh:nc'er he's nigh my heart is glad, 
For dearty he — me. 


8. O NG. Sung by Mr. Dod, in Cymone- 
JW HET} peace here was reigning, 


And love without waining, 
Or-eare or complatning) 
Baſe paſtong dildaining; 
This, this was my way, 
With. my pipe and my tahor 
J haugh'd down tie day, 
Nor envy's the joys of my neighbour, 
Now ſad trinsforwition 
Runs thro? the wh A2 nation; 


Prace, love, recreation, 


all chang'd to vexation-; 
PS hinged wenn woyes A 


E 


* 


8 ON. 
This, this is my way, 
With my pipe and my tabor 
I laugh down the day, 2 
And pity the cares of my neighbour, 
While all are deſigning, * 
Their friends undermiming, | 
Reviling, repining, .,, - _ _. 4 
To'mi chte incliningz 7 
This, this 1s my way, N 
With my pipe and my tabor 
J laugh down the day, | 
And pity the cares of my neighbour; 


* 


SONG. h Heart avent to the Fair. 
* 


| AS down the cowllip dale I ſtray'd, 


One morning wich the dawn, 


; Young Damon, for the Fair array'd, 


Came tripping o'er the lawn; 


His auburn locks, with manly grace, 


In flowing ringlets bung; , 
The bloom of health glow'd on his face, 
And blythe the ſhepherd. ſung. 
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Thus onward diew, and as he paſ. d, 
_ He ſmiling bade good day; 1 
Entranc'd I gaz'd, till, oh] at laſt 
J gaz'd my heart 'awiy,  , 
That moment all to love leſign'd, 
Each ſenſe ſeem'd to declares, 
Tho' hapleſs I was left behind, 
My heart went to the Fuin , , 


* % * - 
* 
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In vain my anguiſh to remove, 
To once lov'd ſcenes I fly; 
Theroſe-deck'd bow'r, the pine-topp'd grove, 
Seems fading to my eye. 
Thou, gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maiden's bluſhes ſpare ; i 
Perceive, though ſhe was left behind, 
Her heart went to the Fair, 


s O N . 


TP the _ of her youth, ſhall. it ever be 
ſaid, 

That a laſs ſo engaging e'erdy*'d an old maid, 

Oh! no- I'm determin'd to get me a mate, 

For wedlock I'm told's an agreeable ſtate; 

Of ſuitors, I'm ſure, I've at leaſt half a ſcore, 

Who ſwear that they love me, and figh 2nd 
as 

Dull * country ſquires, prating barriſters, 

eaux; ; ; 

But I needs muſt confeſs, that I like none 

of thoſe. | 


I'm a bale of rich goods, ſo the citizen ſwore, 
And look ten per cent, better each day than 
before; vie 4 
The ſquire, with a kiſs, bawls to cover ; 
| ſwears zounds, 1 8 | 
But he faycies me more than his kennel of 
hounds ; 5 | 5 
The lawyer his ſuit he with modeſty pxeſs'd, 
That for him I'd decree, and cjcct all the reſt. 
f While 
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While the bean talk'd of nothing but faſhion 
and clothes. i 
Can you blame me, ye fair, if I like none 


ot tnoſe? | 
Some friends would perſuade me to marry 
a fool, , 


For women, they ſay, are geſirous to rule; 
But as that is a pow r which I never will uſe,” 
II tell you whit ſort of a man I would chuſeg 
A youth with ſome ſenſe and good-nature 
combin*d, | 
Juſt too lend for a dunce, not too wile to 
| he kin; 6 
Where Tm wrong, juſt with ſpirit to gently 
oOppole z 
Why, I nerds muſt confeſs, I ſhould like to 
rale thoſe, 


A P.3NDEAU. Sung by Miſs Thoraion. 
1 'ELL me when, 1nconitant rover, 
When my nightly pains ail ceaſe; 
When ſhalt I, your tolhes aver, 

Welcome love, and joy, and peace. 
Longeſt nights of dark Peceinher 

Still return of morning bring; 
Lenfelels boughs e claim—xremeinber, 

We ſhall bloom again in ting. 

Tell me when, &. g 

Tho' the ſcaman's weeping dear 

Views enſt winds walt him o'er the main; 
H pz ſnall brighten in the tear, 5 

1 iet my watt hin back again. 
VER 3 Tell 


an s 


' 


Tell me when, inconſtant rover, 
When my nightly pains ſhall ceaſe z 
When fall, your ſollies over, 
Welcome love, and joy, and e 


S ON G. Sung in the Preß-G ang. 
3 again bold defiance appears in proud 
* France, 

Ye ſtaunch hritiſh tars, let us Wins ; 
And now, in CUr turns, Jet us teach them 0 
dance. 

O! the brave tars of Old England; 

And, UV! tie Oid Englilli brave tars. 


Tho' furious at firit, yet we know they i] ſoon 
fly O; 
But bruve ngliſh tars, they will conquer or 
” Wie ©; 
Frum the orte of old Thames, to the banks 
of Ohio. 
O the brave tars, Kc. 


As 4oon as jult Vengeance mall take up her 
whip, 
From the hea to the tern they 1 will tremble 
and ikip; 
For they live ou ſoup-maigre, while we drink 
good flip. - 
O the braye tors, Kc. 


Our commanders, tho! wiſe, will give valour 
__ cue cope, 

As the ſhip is tne: Pd, or reſtrain'd, by a rope; 

Fr rczution's our beim, "pd cur anche. is lp 
C the brave Ws, 4 me” 


ON, os As 
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As ſoon as our glorious commander embarks, 
In spite of the threats of ten thouland mo- 
narques z 
We ae gudgeons, they think, but they'll 
find we are tharks, 
O the brave tays, &c, 


The gen ys of Britain behold on the deck, 

Ant Old Engliſh taith without blemith or 

4 ſpeck; 

For eith er, of both, I'd venture my neck. 
0 the brave tars, &c. 


Dehold naval glory prelents her own crown 
t'ye : 
Come hither, brave hoys, fr.m each town 
«nd ech count 
Aud joyous partake of his majeity's CIR 
Q the braye tars, &c. 


No more ſhall the French, with their gaſcg- 
nades brave yc, 
But each top in armour ſhall cry out peccaviz 
ging h1zzal to King George, and his brave 
royal navy, 
O! the brave turs of Old England ; 
And, O! the Old Engliſh brave tars. 


1 ing GEORGE and OLD ENGLAND for ever. 


'A wow dong and Chorus, ſung at Vauxhall, 
by Mr. Vernon and others. 


Mr. Vernon, 
| 4 HE French fleet has fail'd, if loud rumour 
ſpeuks righ t, 
Up hammock.s, down cheits, and make cody 
0 fight, | The 


8 © N GS. 
The tars of Old England her claims wilt 


maintain, 
Her navies in triumph ſhall ride o'er the main. 
Chorus, 
Then drink the health of George our king, 
Long, long, oh! may he reign ; 
In loyal chorus let us ſing, 
The ſcourge of France and Spain. 
Our lives, our fortunes, from this hour, 
Down at his feet we'll lay; 
Soon may he cruſh each hoſtile foe, 
Huzza,! my boys, huzza 4 
Mrs. Weichſetl. 
Let their ſquadrons appear, at command 
we'll advance, 
Then tremble, ye run- away Monſieurs of 
; France; 
The _ of the ſea look their foes in the 
ace, 
A broadſide's the word——then the fignal 
to chace. 
Then drink the health, &c. 
M.:, Wrirnhten, 
We care not what enemies cover the main, 
Our guns anſwer beſt manifeſtoes of Spain; 
Armada's onge threaten'd, but ſhort liv'd 
| their haaſt, 
Fhe Dons only vapour 'd——they fled fron 
our coaſt, 
Then dilak the health, &c. 
Mi! Ky Thornton. 
We laugh at invaſion, come France when 
; you will, 
You'll revent of your raſhneſs, and ſoon 
3 7 have your fill ; 


— 
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Old England united can make a bold ſtand, 
Thus arm*'d on our ſhores—not a Frenchman 


ſhall land. 
Then drink the health, &c. 
MM.. Vernon, 
Then “ Britons ſtrike home, and repel 
every foe, 
R gard not theft numbers, but follow your 
blow; 
Vour cauſe is fair freedom, and all you 
Fold dear, 


You ne'er can be conquer'd, who fight 
without fear. ' 


Then drink a health, &c, 


8 ON G. Written by G. A. Stevens, 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


(CC Ontented I am, and contented I'll he 
Fer what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſuciably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plenteouſly ſter d? 
See! my vault door is open, deſcend ev'ry 
gueſt, 
Tap the caſk, for the wine we will try; 
»Tis as ſwect as the lips of your love to your 
taſte 
Ant as bright as her cheeks to your eye, 


In a piece of flit-hoop I my candle have ſtuek, 
*T will light us each bottle to hand; : 
The foot of my glais fer the purpoſe I've 
broke 7 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


Sound 
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Sound the pipe—'tis in tune, and the binns 


are well fill'd, : 
View that heap of Champaigne in the rear; 
Thoſe bottles are Burgundy, fee how they're 
pil'd. 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my 


flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my 
caſks | 
As kingdoms I've got to ſubdue, 


Tis my _ when I ie, not a tear ſhall be 
,- the 
No hic jacet be grav*d on my ftone ; 
But pour on my ceffin a bottle of red, 
And fay that my drinking is done. 


SONG. The Camp Medley, 


TK lark was up, the morning grey, 
The drum had beat a revelly, 
And jolly ſoldiers on the ground, 


In peaceful camp flept ſafe and ſound : 


Only one poor ſoldier, who, 
Nought but love could e'er ſubdue, 


Wander'd to a neighb'ring grove, 


There to vent his plaints of love. | 
For women are whimſical, changeable things, 


Their ſweets, like the bee's are mingled with 


ſtings; , | 
They're not to be got without toil, care and 


coſt, 
They're hard to be won and are eaſily loſt, 


In ſeeking a fair-one, I found, to my ſmart, 
I _—_ not the way, but I leſt my own 


Ah! hapleſs, hapleſs day, 
That cer I ſaw fair Biddy; 
My heart ſhe ſtole away, 
My head ſhe turn'd quite giddy. 
The world may laugh and ſtare, 
"Tis truly ſtrange to ſee, 
A lover ſo fincere, 
A ſwain admir'd like me. 


She's graceful, tall and ſlender, 
She's brighter than the ſun; 
Her looks are ſoft and tender, 
But oh! her heart's ef ſtone 2 
Nor tears, nor ſighs can move her; 
My bleeding heart ſhe ſees, 
She kuows too well I love her, 
In vain I ſtrive to pleaſe, 


Too vainly once I thought 

To gain the lovely tharmer, 
And ev'ry method tought, 

In hopes to win and warm herz 
But all my hopes aie over | 

What charms then can I try; 
Bur, like a hapleſs lover, 

l ſet me down and die. 


As on the ground he lay, 
Minerva came that vray, 
In armour bright and gay, 
And thus to him did lay: 


— 
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Riſe, ſoldier, riſe, 
The drum has heat to arms, 
Hark to her loud alarms! 
Hang her beauty, 
Mind your duty, 
Think not of her charms 


Riſe, ſoldier, riſe, 
T'l]l take you by the hand | 
And I'll lead vou through the land 
III give you he comman.} 

Of a well choſen band. 

Don't be ſtupid, 

Drive away Cupid, 

Follow Minervra's wile advice. 


Soldier, go home, go home; 
Nor mind your mittrets's fcorn 
Sliglit, ſli ht her again; 
For fl ghted vaws ſhould flights return. 


The ſoldier thus rous'd from his amorous 
fio h, ; 
Haſted away to his duty 
Sworc to Minerva a terrible oath, 
He'd never tore think of her brauty. 
Batchelor bluff, batchelor bluff, 
Heigh for a heart that is rugged and t-ugh; 


He that is ſingle ean never ven. horns ; 
He that is ſingle is happy; 
He that is marriei lays upon tliorns, 
And always is ragged 434d ltrabby. 
Batchelor bluff, & rr. | 
| | He 
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He that is ſingle, he feats not the rout, 
Nothing to him can be ſweeter ; 

He has no wife that can wi:yper and pout, 
Or cry, Can you leave me, dear creature, 

Batchelor bluff, batchelor bluff; 

Neigh for a heart that is rugged and tough. 


Ye belles and flirts, ſo ſmart and fair, 

Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love? 
For you ſhall find them all ſincere, 

Would you but kind and conſtant prove: 
But if you flight their paſſion ſtill, 

And tyranniſe o'er h arts ſo true, 
Depend upon"t they'll all rebel, 

ANG wiil not cue one fig tar you, | 


Ah! hold your fooliſh tengue, 
A Intie laughing Cupid ſaid, 
Have you not heard it ſung, 
Thu cunlancy will wit a maid? 
And what on earth thon'd ever prove 
duperior to the jo,s of love! 
Ler wiſdom pre.ch in !choo's, 
For what hus ſne with love to do; 
\Ve £0 not by luch rules: 
Unbounded pleatures we purſue; 
Ou roiy wine bur fancies fly; 
Vi eev'ry werld'y care defy, 0 
Let Mars in council boaſt 
Ot reww ution, it ergth ani art; 
Lu ve comes without a hoſt, 
Ar ſte+ls away th ſoldier's teart; 
Jose breiks the bow. the {word and (ears 
And u us C an y f ce vi War. | 


Een 
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F*en mighty Jove bove 
Hath been by Cupid's pow'r o'ercome 
1 here's none can conquer love, 
Tho! arm'd with fword ar d ſpear, or gun. 


Then ground your ams, ye {ons cf warz 


None can relult the Britiſh fair. 


| K 
THE ſtone that all [things turns at will 


To gold. the chymiſt craves ; 
But gold, "without the chymilt's Mill, 
Turns #1] men into knuves. 


"The merchant woy'd the comticr cheat, 
When cn his goods he Jays 

Too high a price. but, foith he's bit, 
For a courtier nevcr pays. 

The lawyer with a face demure, 
Hzng: him v ho ſteuls yeur pelf: 

Bechute the goed mn can engme 
No robber but bimſeli. 

Petwixt the quack and highwayman, 
VV kat dift* hence chn there be ? 

Thou: h this with pittol, that with pens 
Eoth Kill vuu for a les. 


The huſo nd cheats his loving wife, 
And 16 amilirels gets; 

While the, at home, 10 eaſe her life 
Curouſcs with the btaus. 


The tcnant doth the fewurd nick, 


(So lo this art we find) 
T he fleword doth his icrilfh} ip tr; K,. 


My lord e ks 044 u. an!. ind, 


— — 


— — 
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One ſe there is, to whole fait lot, f 
No cheating arts do fall ; 

And thoſe are parſons call d, God t | 
And foI cheat you all. | 


a 
DRINK about, my dear friend, 


For, I pray, to what end 
Stands uſeleſs the tull-flowing bowl! 
Leave your turrows bchind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 
And drink to each jelly brave ſoul. 
For Alcides the ſam'd. 
Who monilers all tam'd, 
Ani bound the ſtout porter of hell; 
1 Thongh 1 immortal his line, | } 
Had it net been for wine, 
Might, like them he conquer'd, have felly 


Though Achilles the great, 
When he fought at luch rate, 
fe flew the great Hector of Troy; 
I was the grapes potent juice 
Made him wonders produce, 
And Priam's whole race to deſtroy. 


Neopto: emus, too, | 
The ſame ſteps d d puiſue, 
And trac'd the fam'd heroes of yore; 
' Ar'd in drinking relax, 
And then Pyrrhus's acts 
. ere as great as his father's before, 


And Ulyſſes the fly 
Uad beep duinking (for why) 
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When the Trojan Palladium he ſtole; 
For his ſubtle thoughts ſprung, 
If eder Ajax but ſung ; 

The charms of a ſparkling full boyd, 
Since in drinking we find 
There's a charm for the mind, 

Let Bacchus then join in his train; 
Drink, my lads, drink about, 

Let us ſee the bowl out, a 

And once more we'll fill it again, 


„ 
Sung in Perſeus and Andromeda. 


HO pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main ! 
No treaſuxe he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Aan. 
We re ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power or profit in view. 
Then why ſh-uld we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light hear!, and a thin pair«f breeches, 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a heautiful garden, 

Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life. 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

Which plenty too often breeds ſtriſe. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 

And moun ainous hill-ws afright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why, &c. 


a) ”% 


* 
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The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, that to politieks ſtrangers, 
Eſcupe the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of nature, ; 
In various nations we try; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſnould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? IE 
A light heart, and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes thorough the wo. ld, brave boys. ; 
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JW INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of 

mit:th, : : | | 
Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has 

birth; RAS 4 

What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine? 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us pur» 
ſue. 2 


Our laws are our own, not inforc'd by the 
crown, | 22 
And we ſtand to them fair, till we fairly 
fall down; a TR 

At acts or repeals we diſdain to repine, 
Nor grud ge avy tax, but the tax 6n our wines 
To Cæſar and Bacchus our tribute is due, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us pur- 


; ſue, '® ; 
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His worſhip ſo grave here may revel and 
| roar, 
The lawyer ſpeak truth, who ne'er ſpoke ſo 
before; 
The parſon here, ſtiipt ot his prieſthood's 
diſguiſe, 
And Chloe's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and 
grow wile; 
The huſband may learn hear to combat the 
ſhrew; 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 
We ſeldom break necks, tho' we oft crack 
a pate, 


If wars riſe among us, they ſoon agaia ceaſe, 


One bumper brings truce, and another 
brings peace: 
"Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue ; 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
$. 0 3, 


, SOME horſt up fortune to the ſkies, 


Others debaſe her to a bubble; 
I not her frowns or favours prize, 
Nor think the changling worth my trouble. 


If at my door ſhe chance to light, 
I civilly my gueft receive; 
The viſit Arr þ I bid good night; 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes her leave, 


The proſperous gales my canvas croud, 
Tho' ſmooth the waves, ſerene the ſky, 
I truſt not calms, they ſtorms forbode, 
And ſpeak th' approaching tempeſt nigh. 
| 5 Then, 


Py W Yu | My — tw 


ty My 


and Then, virtue, to the helm repair, 
Thou, innocence, ſhalt guide the oar; 

eſo Now rage ye winds, ſtorms rend the air, | 
My barque thus manu'd ſhall gain the 

2:1's lhore, 


OY S O N S. 
M* paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong, 4 
che I fit all ſober ſad, 


Drunk as a piper all day long, 
ſue. Or like a March-hare mad. 


wait, Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
rack I drink, yet can't forget her : 
| For tho? as drunk as David's low, 


eaſe, I love ker ſtill the better, 


other Pert as a pear-monger I'd be, 
If Molly were but kind, 
e; Cool as cucumber could ſee 
ar{ut, Thereſt of womankind. 
Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er; 
Lean as a rake with ſighs and care, 
Slerk as a mouſe bcetore, 


Plump as a partridge I was known 
ouble. And ſoft as ſilk my ſkin, x 


My cheeks as fat as butter grown, 
But as a groat now thin. 

I melancholy as a cat, 

Am kept awake to weep 

d, But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 

kys Sound as a top can ſleep. 
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Hard is her heart, as flint or ſtone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 

And merry as a grig is grown, 

And briſk as botiled- ale. 


The god of love, at her approach, 
Is buſy as a bee; 
Hearts found as any bell or roach, 
* Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


Ah me! as thick as hops or hail 
The ſine men croud about her; 
But ſoon as dead as a'door-nail - * 


Straight as my leg her ſhape appears, 
Oh! were we join'd together, 

My heart would ſoon be free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather. 


As fine as five-pence is her mien, 
No drum was ever tighter; 

Her glance is as a razor kecn, 
And not the ſun is brighter, 


| As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are, 
Mlethinks I tee] them yet; 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 


1 As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 


Her pretty hand invites; 
Sharp as a necdle are her words, 
1 Her wit like pepper bites, 


Shall I be, if without her.. 


;4 dig 
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Briſk as a body · louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt, 
weet as a roſe her face and lips, 


Round as a globe her breaſt. 
Full as an egg was I with glee, 
And happy as a king; 
Good lack! how all men envy'd me! 
Slie lov'd like any thing. 


But falſe as hell, ſhe like the wind 
Chang'd as her ſex moſt do, 

Tho' ſeeming as the turtle kiudg 
And as the goſpel true. 


If I and Molly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru 
Great as an emp'ror I ſhould be; 
And richer than a Jew. 


Till yon grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as any poſt ; 

Let us like burrs together ſticks 
And warm as any toaſt, 


Vou'll know me truer than a dieg 
Aniw ih me heiter ſped, 

Flat as a fl under when I lie, 
And as a herring dead, 


Srre as a gun ſhe'i] drop a teary .. 
Anf i-h, perhaps, aud with 
When I'm as r tien as a pear, 


An! mute as any fiſh, 


LL „ _- 
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A PaSTORAL SONG. 
Written by Mr BESF. 


MY chearful companions attend, 
Ye ſhepherds and 1 ymphs of the plain, 
In ſilente my forrows befriend, 
Thoſe ſorrows which ſurely are vain; 
Yet gratitude claims the ſoft ſigh, 
And pity ſubdues my fond heart ; 
Compaſſion now flows from my eve, 
Onſeign'd, or untainted by art. 
My Colin, alas! is no more 
The pride and delight of each eye, 
No more ſhall he cheriſh the p:or, 
No more the afflicted ſupply; 
H w anxious to ſcothe the dittreſt, 
How cager their ziiets to aW. ge; 
Nor cver was Colin more bleſt, 
Than, in fondneſs, when waiting on age. 


The rich and the rent he deſp's'd, 
Nor valu'd the world fr it wealth; 
"Twv1s witzom and honcuur he priz'4t, 
Th: tource of contentment any heul h: 
While bl em ng with viitue ani tun, 
diniplic ty lifp't on Jas tongue, 
Vivacity un PA wh his youth, 
An . ihe ſyrens w vid ceate when he ſung. 
No more ſha!} I he r his fond tile, 
Beneath yor.der GK n ihe gene; 
No more Mall I blef> che fi vale, 
4 bat farn'd zh. rrerſs of in, love: 


* W 
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See, Philomel weeps on the ſpray, 
No more to reviſit the grove 3 
The ſongſters no longer are gay, 
But meurn the ſad loſs of my love. 


Alieu, ye dear ſhades of my bliſs, 
Where Colin was conſtant and true'z 
here oft I've receiv'd his fond kiſs; 
Farewel, and for ever adieu. 
enymphs, my companions ſo dear, 
Whole feelings my ſorrows oppreſs, 
Adieu! but forgive the fond tear 

That flows from the fount of diſtreſs. 


ain, 


\lis | che delights of the gay, 
Th: joys of the nich and the great, 
A tade as the flwers in May, 
That bloom and conſume with the heat. 
hat's life, but the offspring of care; 
A ſhadow, that rap dly flies, 
dream of diſtreſs and deſpair, 


age, That bloſſoms with hope, as it dies! 


hie me, where Colin is laid, 

And chere, un iſturb'd will I weep z 

Un, tute's great debt F have paid, 

My eyes ſhall be ſtrangers 16flcep. 
ne inſtantly quitted the grove, 

And all the !ong night wept and figh'd 
Ver the ſod that ſequeſt r'd her love, 
ung. Til che mern, when ſhe ſicken'd and died. 


$0 NG. 
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XV Nancy 3 the rural plain, 
1 And kindly ſeeks her faithful ſwain; 
Who, mi dit the den of war's alarms, 
His much: lov'd country calls to arms. 


Of old, when heroes ſally'd forth, 
To reſcue innocence and worth, 
The fair- one's image in the heart, 
Could vigour to their nerves impart: | 


Then what ſuperior laurels, now, 
Muſt grace the mppy ſoldier's brow 
Bleſt with her preſence in the field, 

To whom alone his heart can yield! 


. Pa? 


Na 
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3 MET a ſet of ſober aſſes 8 5 
Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea; 
And milk agree, 
To ſet cold brains a thinking; 
Power and wealth, 
., Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'dy 
oys abonnd; 
leaſure's found 
Only where the glaſs goes round, 
ſhe ancient ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in opinion; 
But wiler rules 
Of modern ſchools; 
In wine fix their dominion, 
Power and wealth, &c; 


ine gives the lover vigour, | 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty +». 
Makes poets write, „ 
And ſolliers fight, | 
And friendMip to it's duty. 
Power and wealth; &c. 
ine was tlie only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long-liy'd ſo; 
Tas no other main | \ 
Than brick champaign, "Abs 
Whence Venus was deriv'd tos, * i} 
Power and Walti. &, 
C 


— 
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v. hen heav'n in Pandora's box i, 
Allkinds of ill had ſent us. In 


Inu a merry mood, e | 

A bottle of good, 8 Bu 

Wus cork'd up, to content us. ] 
All virtucus wine is nurſe to, 

Ot ev'fy vice deſtroyer, wh} _ Wie 
Gives dullard's wit, A 
Makes juſt the cit 7, But 

Truth forces from the lawyer. B: 
| Power and wealth, &c. | 
Wine ſets eur 1948 a flowing, 0 : Ward 

Our care and lorrow et = Ge 
Who rails at the bewl, + beef Neu- 
Is a Luk ins ſoul, | Bu 

And a Chriſtian r.cer "ſhould hold him: 5 4 
Power and wealth, 4 
Beauty, health, —_— 7 

Wit and marti orgy: are erovn d 3 But 1 
oys abcund, 2 = 

* Arg » Iu dr PHE EP apt fl 3 
Culy where the glaſs goes 5 end- Poe 4 
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* 1 
Ome, al! ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to toe good wine, 
Let us offer up a hogſſtead 
Unto oui maſter's s ſhrine. | 
And a toping we will go, &e. 


Then let vs drink, and never. ſhrinks! 
For PII givea reaſon why; 
Ts a great lun to leave a hou '7 - 
T:!l we've drank the, cellar f 
nd a toping, Kc. Cuſlave 


* 4 


1 


ſp times of old I was a fool, 
I drink the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought *twas to — f 
And a toping, AS 8 


He fill'd a oblet to the bri * 
And oY eme — r | 
But 5200 it been: a gallon pot, 
By Jove IJ toſs it up- 
And a toping, &c. 


Ard everfince that happy time, 

Good wine has been my-chearz 
Now ne th ng puts me in a {woony. 

But w ter or» mall - beer, 

And a toping, Sc. N OE tr IF 
en let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly; 

But . our skins brimful of wine 
And drain the bottles diy, 1 
And a toping we will 50, Kc. | 

1 NG. 
Ee, Strephon yes, theſe 8 m uſt fade, 
As does the pride of May; | 
ch fate exten ds the faireſt maid, 
Poe r foi ezeign of a day: 
lern'd by the roſe's haſty fall, 
1 know my longeſt ieignz 
&, for that pow'r J can't recal, - 
Lal ſcorn to feel a pain. b 


* 


Len know,. falſe man, thy ſubtleſs ate 
Shail ne'er my ſoul betray, 

ur fea of what old age may berg 
Euſlave my heart A day 


b 
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True, were my beauty all my boaſt, She 
Since that will paſs too ſoon, ne 

*T were not amiſs in you to ask, , 
Or me to grant the bon. Th 

But ſped wiſdom's friendly aid, Th, 
Lask no happier ſtate; 1 


Should Chloe hve and die a maid, 
Is that a curſe fo great? 

No, Strephon, no; I've yet one charm, 
When all the reſt are ſpent, 

S!.all cf its cares-efen age diſarm 
Tis —yirtue, with content. 
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Y Oung Do ilas, an artleſs ſwain, 
And Daphne, pride of weſtern plain, 
Their Rocks together drove: 
Gay youth ſat blooming on his face, 
She no leſs ſhone with every gracez 
vet neither thought of love. 


With e jual joy each-morn, they meet; 
At mid-d wv, ek the ſame ietreat, 
And flielter in one grove; | | 
At ev'.ing hauht the lelf fame walk, 
Together innocemly talk, _ 
But no- a word of ove. 


Heuce mutual friendchip firmly grew, 

Ji hen tte len t ip ntaneous flew, 
Like bill to bill of dove; 

Both tec} the flame which hoth concea! 

Both iſh the other would reveal, 
Yet neither ſpeak of love. 


_— — — 
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She hung with rapture o'er his ſenſe; ' 
He doated on her innocence: 

Thus each did each approve, \ 
They vow'd, and all their vows obſerv'd; 
The maid was true, the ſwain ne*'er ſwery'd 

Then ey'ry word was love. 1 


s Oo N. 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. 1 


4 
Wen Britain firſt, at Heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 

This was the charter of the land, . 
And. guardian angels ſung this fliraine | 

Rules Britannia, Britannia rule the waves; 

Britons never will'be ſlaves. TIS.) 

The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 

Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall: 

hilſt thou ſhalt ffouriſh great nd tree, 

The dread and envy of them all 


Rule, Britannia, cke 

ill more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſeec 
More oy AA each fareign ſtrokeʒ * 
u the loud blaſt that tears the skies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

my Rule, Britannia, &e, 

, he haughty tyrants ne“ er ſhall tame; 
All their al thy to bend thee down, 


aeeal ill but arouſe thy gen'rous flame; 
But work their woe, and thy reno wn. 
Rule, Britannia, &c, $5 
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To thee belon "gs the rural reign, | 
Thy cities ſhall-with commerce ke; 
All thine ſhall be the ſubje& maid, - 
Andev'ry ſhore it . thine. 
EKRule, Britannia, c. 
The muſes ſtill with freedom faund, 


Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Bleſt iſle! with chleſs beauty crown'd, 


And manly hearts te guard the fair. - 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the 11 
Britons never will be Haves, ; 

ak 


; 8. ae 


12 me no more of 3 1 | 
Of ſtaming eyes and bleeding hearts, 


The hyperboles of lore: 127 1. 101 


Be honett to yourſelf and me, 


Speak truly what Ai wine] and cee, C * 5 
it may move. 


And. they 2 
Why call m gl 0 divige? MI 
Why mult x ud, eyes the ** 29k Hine} 
Can ſuch deceit pre 


For ſllame, forbear 7 mi then rulez 9 Y 


Is low, tis inſult, calls me fool; 
With me *twill always fall. 


Would you obtain an honeſt IT 


Addreſs my nohler, better n 4 


Pay homage to my mind 
The wing Hou Oh sn Pence. 
And beauty quick rig cn 


Nor leaves 175 behind. ae 
52 at 310 


Let them your open, manlj ſen 
e mortal ornaments di 2 . 


„ 
e 
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And to my Worth hetraz 
So may your ſu ti'f Winder, 
Not for the charms you ſay I wear, 


| But thoſe I find in uu. 
» 4 | 2) s 0 N G. 
N tree-topt hill, or tufted green, Ag 
d. oO! White yet Aurora's \elt is cen; | 
Before, the ſun has left the fa, | 
ec thefreſh morning b:eathe on me. 


To furze-blow: heath, or paſture mead, 
Dod thou my happy tootit-ps.l2a.l; - 
Ten thew to me the pleaſing ſtream, 
Of which, at night, ſo oft Idream, 
At night the mazy wood I'll tread, 
| With autumn-leaves and dry moſs ſpread, 
And cooling fruits for hee prepa e, 
| For ſure, I think, thou wilt be there, 
Till birds begin their evering ſong, 
With thee the lime ſeems never long; 
Og Ofet us ſpeak our love that's paſt, - 
And count hyw 1cng it has do laſt, N 
I'll ſay etenally, and thou | 
Shalt only look as kind as now; 
Lask no more, for that affords 
What is not in the force of words. 


6.4, . 3142188 34 . +3 ad, ; 2 
49 SONG. 

„ RT: E P 
FS | GEE the purple morn art, 
L Streak with red the bluſhing ski.s, 


Zephyr from his balmy wing, | 
Shakes the fragrance of the tpring, FR 


— —N— — —_ — — — 2 
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Winter's vigour now is paſt, 
Joy and ra; tures ſmile at laſt ; 
Swelling billows ceaſe to roar, 


And die along the filcnt ſhore, 


SONG. 


MY. ſhepherd 1s gone far away o'er the plain, 
M wk; in ſorrow behind I am foi c'd to 
remain; 
Pho' blue- bells and vil'ets the hedges adorn, 
Tho' trees are in bloſſem, and ſweet blows 
the thorn; 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look 
a 
4 here 5nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's 
away 
Torlorn I fir ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 
Haſte, haſte, tomy aims my « dear Jockey again, 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green 
met. 


They dance and they fing, they laugh and 


they chat, 
Contessa and happy, wi h hearts full of glee; 
I can't without envy their merriment ſee; 
Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd's ne 
there 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare; 
It makes me to ſiph, I from tears area | 
frain, 
And with my dear Jockey return'd þad 
| again, 


But hove ſhall { ſtain me, nor _ I difr air 
He promis'd he would i in a fortnight! be hen 


— — — 


S ON GS. 81 
On fond expeRation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 
For love,my dear Jockey,to Jenny will haſtes 
Then farewel each care, adieu each vain 

ſigh ; | 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as 17 
Ill ſing on the meadows, and altar my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my arms back 
again, 


$. 0 Ns. 
Sung in the Oraterio of Abel. 


HY chearſul, along the gay mead, 

The dai'y and cowſlip appear? 

The flocks, as they carel-isly feed, 
Rejoice in the ſpring of the year. 


The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs 
The he bage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and weet flow'rsy 
All riſe to the praiſe of my God, 


Shall man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove! 

For bid it, fair gratitude's call, 
Forbid it devotion and love, 


The Lord, who ſuch wonders could raiſe, 
And ſtill can deſtroy with a nod, 
My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe; 
My foul ſhall be wrapt in my God. 
| S O N 8. 
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$TREPFON AND CHLOF 3 A CANTATA, 
|  REC1TATIVE. f 
ILS T Stiephon on ſair Chloe hung, 
— "And gentlyẅο, and (weetly lung 
The nymph in a dif/ainful air, 
Thus, {a.iling, mock'd the ſhepherd's carge 
Ax. : | 
Swe in, T know that you diſcover 0 
In my form a thoal.nd chims; 
Can yuu point me out a lover | 
Worthy my encirchng arms? ? 


Boy, no more approach my beauty: ; 
Til you qual merit boaſt z ' 
To adore me is « duty, 
Thouſands witneſs to their coſt, 1 
RECITATIVE, . 
Stur g to the heart, the redd'ning ſwaing 1. 
On the yain nid zetor's aga n: - f 
| AR. 
Fool ſh crentusę, did each feature 1 
Bloom Feyond the pride of pature, | 
Arttul feignine, cov, dildsining, N 2 


Vain cequette, denreys them al. 
Go, Ocrbearing, proud, entnering, 
Lay a theuſar d ops deſpatriny, | 
Jen con-plying, fighing, dying, 
To ſome too! a victim fall. 186 
Ny phs Ike you, hilſt they're deceivingy 
„ Ingels all in front appear; A. 
But the (ot their hearts believing, 
Finde adevilin the rea”, 


T} 
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| Arend all ye mph, and (Ye ſwains, 4 
2 the green, 

1 For you I have rov'dithe plains rounds 1 

| Whole months I've been prying, and now I 
Fe have ſeen” 


” Where ſmiling Content s to be found, 
Come quickly with me, and TI ſhew you 
the way ; 
To the ſpot wijere he choſe his retreat; 
You ay fly from thele 8 to be eaſy. 
1 ay d pu | 
: And near him muſt take up your ſeat, | 
200 
1 ſought him. "mongft crowds, and in each 
gaudy place, 
| Butthole were the manſions of care, 
In the palace of 1 unknown was his 
; ace, 1 che 
Cortentment had nebor been there 
I hied me to roots that invited to joys, 
Hope tempred me thicher to roveg 1, 196 
TE luce wag their wit, and their fo 
was noiſe, 


' Tho they beckbn' to peace and to love. 


And at laf, near al brook; to a connge T 
ſtray' dz 
ing With a Jew imple ſheep on the — 4 
Sy Tlie roſe. and the woodbine che ir ars | 
; diſplay” d, 
Not plemy/buy health, bleſt the ſecne z: 


ON vi 0482516538 «2: Gate 
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Good · nature appear'd, and unlatch'd me the 
door 
Nor knew what my coming there meant; 
How great my lurprize ! here my ſeaich was 
all o'er, 
He told me his name was Content. 


s ON 6G, 
sung at RANELAGH, 


HE tamen all tell me I'm Falle to my 


laſs; 
That I quit my Poor Chloe, ad flick to 
my glaſs;  , . 
But to you ment of reafon, my reaſons VII 
oon; 
And, if you don't like them, why—let them 
alone. 


Altho' ] I have 1: oft her, the tru -h II declare: 
I believe the was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was 


fau | 
But goodyeſ and ie IP ina bumper I ſce, 
That __ uke it as good and as charming as 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt 


own: 


But tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe 


could frown; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor diy; ne, 
ibyou &er lee a frown in a bumper eſwine! 


Her lilies and toſcs were juſt; in, their prime; 


Pet khies and roſes are conquer 4 by lunes; 


But j 


wine, from it's age, ſuch a bene 
flows 4 | 
That we like it the better, the older it grows 


They tell me, my love would in time have 


been cloy'd ; 
And that beauty's inſipid when once tis en- 
oy” ; : 4 


But in wine I bothtime and enjoyment defy; | | 


For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 

The miſchief that wait upon Rivals in love: 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival con- 
tends ; .. 

For the more we love liquor, the more we are 
friends. pe þ 

She, 2 have poiſon'd the joy of my 
life, 1 | 

With nurſes and babies, and ſqualling and. 
ſtrifez 


Bur my wine neither nurſes nor babies can 


bring; 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good 
„ Ain z e | 
We ſhorten our days when with love we en- 


gage; 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 


But wine from grim death can it's votaries 
ſave, | 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in 
the grave. | 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word , 
Sue had lett me to get an eftate, or a lord: 


- 


SON Gs. "Wy 


| 


- "1 5 8 » 
ee ee 
Bot” my bumper, regarding nor title or bel 


WI! 1 tand by me-when I can 't. Hand Ly my... 
elf, 4 A? 


n e my dent CHE longer eottiphain' 5 
She's rd of her love's apd Tof my pin; 
or in 2 might ty wins! many "infor r 
lpy 
SHould. you deubt har Tray, ken dumpte 


and try. 
8 O. N 8, ta | 


AY AY. to the Woolinids, away t 
The: ſhepherds are forming a ring, 

To. dance to thy honour of Mays 7 
And welcame the pleaſtires ir rng. 
Tue ſhep!;;erdels libuurs agracez 

Auch ſhines ih her Sunday's wirays) , 
And bears, in the bloom of her facę, 

"The cards and the beautics of IAV. 


A vay,: to the woodlands, away, : 
And jon with the Zobre us Hainz 


1'i13:reaton to li1bcur oh ay, 5 
Nu Crpid and Bacthus wad reſp ms alt 


Wi h arlands of primes $ m dez 9 45 
Ani crown'd wi 1% the bwect | man 


ipr iy, 


Throughwoodland, and mcadow, ns fhadey; 
V/<11 dance to the honour, of O_ 


1 44 0 # N 8 0 N. 8. ' 
THE HUMOUTS F 7 5 COUNTRY: -WAKE 


< ONE laſſes and — take leave of _ 

oh dad, ö 7 
Anil aa to the e hie; | 

© x Every ſhe has got her a be, 

And a ſdler fanding by. 


"RN 


Ir 


90 o OF 
4.864! * and Jean 

„There * 5 157 e , , 

b&9, Fe Sg) ts 0 . it, tojig it to Jig 
it, tand & 1 

Strike up, ſay' * agreed fays xitei | 

I pray the fidler payz 


Content, ſays Hodge; and fo ſays Madge; 


* 


For this is holiday 
Then every man began to foot i it round a- 
Ddout, 
And _ ae did jetty it, jet'y it, jetty it, 
n in auc out, 


You re out ſays Dick; you "a ſays Nick, 
The filler plays it falſe; 
Sc, ſays Hugbz and ſo, ſays Suez 
- And ſo, lays, 1 nimble Al'ce. 
The fidler thn Vegan to play the tune again, 
And every maid doc trip it, did in ip it, did 
trip it unto the men. ! 


Let's kiſs, ſay Want e content, ſays Jane; 
And ſo lays every ſhe; 
How many, ſays Nat? hy three, ſays Matt 
For this is a mniden's f. 
But they, inſtead of three, did g ive themhs 
a ſcore 
The men in kindneſs did give them, did give 


them, did give them as many more 


Then r an hour, they tript to a Lens.” 
To play for ale and cakes, ; 5 
And kiſſes too, until they were due 
The maidens held thc lte kes. 
Th 


_ 
22 
3 r — 
* "X* * e . > 1 . "wk 
e A * "IT 


88 $0" O: 6 
The women then began to quarrel with the 


men, 


And bid them to take their kiſſes back, and 


give them their own again. 


Tbus they ſat until it was late, 
And tir'd the ſidler quite, 
With ſinging and playing, without any pay- 
ing, | | 
From morning until night. 
They told the fidler then, they'd pay him 
for his play, ewt | 
And each gave two-pence, gave two-pence, 
gave two-pence and went their way. 
Good night, ſays Cis; good night, ſays Priſs 
Good night, ſays Harry to Doll; 
Good night, ſays John; good night, ſays Joan; 
Good night, ſays ever one. 


5 Some ranz ſome went, ſome ſtay'd, ſome 


tarry'd by the way; ' 


| Each bound themſelves, in kiſſes twelve, to | 


meet the next holiday, © 


$ O NG. 
THE DANGERS OF THE SEA. 


(CEASE, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer, 
— Liſt ye landmen all to me; ] 
Meſs- mates, hear a brother ſailor 


Sing the dangers of the ſea; 0 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, ( 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, | 3 


When the ſeas contend with 


ſkies.” 5 4 


5 


* 


my” OP 
4 as ft. 5 . 


Hark! the hoatfwain hoarſl:y bawling, 
By top-fail ſheets, and hwlyards ſtand; 
Down top-g3l}jan's quick be hawling, 
Dow 17 ! le hand, — handt. 
Now it fleſhens, {:t the, braces, 
The lee top - ſail ſheets let goz 5 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-ſails nimble cle. l 


Now all yon on down-heds ſporting, + 

Fondley ock'd 'twixt beauty's aims; 
Fr: (h enjoyments wanton courting, 

Saſe tiom all but love's alarms: . 
Round us rows the tempeſt louder, 

Think hat fes our minds enthral; 
Hude yet, it ydt bluws harder, 

ow again the boatſwain calls. 


The top- ſail yary's point to the wind, hoys, 
Ses all clear to the reef each courſe; , 
Let the f..rc-ſhect go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho the wenther mould be worſe: 
Fore und aft the lrit- Hl yard get. 
Reet th: mizen, 1ce all clew, 7 
Hinds up, each preven er brace ſet, 
Man the fore yard, chea!, lads, chear, 
Now the-headful thnnde:s roaring: + 
Peals on peals contending clachz 
On our needs fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh; e 
One de water all around us. 
All above but one black fie; , ,* « 
Piſeren: deaths at cnce ſurround. uus. 
Hark! what means von dreagtul £197 . 

T2 "3 ue S . » t 
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p The fore-maſi's gone! cries every tongue 
14 out. 

O' er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck; |, 

| A lcak beneath the cheſt. tree's ſpr "A out, 

| Cail all hands to clear the wreck: 
[ Quick the laniards cut to pieces, 

if - Come, my hearts, be ffout and bold; 

4 Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
= Four feet water's in the hold | 


if While o'er the ſhip the wild wares beating, 

| | We for wives or children movin; 
. Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 

| Alas! to them there's no return; 
1 Still the leak is gaining on us, 
'8 Both chain-pumps are choak'd below 

4 Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 
1 Only He can ſave us now. 


On the lee- beam is the land, boys, 

"i Let the guns o'erboard by thrown, 
8 To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 
/ ] See, her mizen-maſt i is gone: 
The lenk we ve found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lichten“ d her a foot or mere; 
Up and rig a jury fore. maſt; 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore, 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fcrtune ſay'd our lives; 
Come the cann, hoys, let's be drinking 
To our ſwcathearts and our wives; 
Fill it up, ahcnt ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join; — X 
Where's the tempeſt now? who feels ii; 
None; our danger's drown'd in wine, 


5 80XG., 
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_ Worthy tue fair: we fill their a a 


| 
H \IL ! Burgundy, thou juice dine. | 
In'pirer of my long! Sr ww 005 

The pr. jſ.s g-yen to ot r wine, , ' 12M 
To the a one belong; 14 K ti | 
Of poignant wit and roſy charmy,. . re 
hou ng the power 19p"ove; 4 1 [- 

16 of 11's ſting thy balm diſarms, | 
Thou nobleſt gift of Jove. 


Bright Phœbus on the parent vin 
From whenct thy — ent 5 4 
Swect ſmiling thro; the tendril - <9 harp 
And Juviſh darts his, beams; ay, 
The pregnant grape receives his fes, 3 
And all his No retains z;, | 
With that fame warmth ohr dai 
And animates our ſtr ains. 


From thee my Chloe's radient eye 
New ſparkling beams receivos; 
Her cheeks mbibe a roſier die, m7 
Her beayteous be ſom heave | © 
Sumnmon'd to love by thy alarms, 
O! With what nerve eat, N 


7 


. 


1 


And oft our "blits äber 


1 
The Stoic, prone to thou 141 int 
Thy bobine can pubjad; a, 
A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, if 
And make him taſte a friends | 
His brow per he ſeels centenc. 7 f 
Fe get, his penſive rife; / .| + / ,! - 
4 then concludes, his 7771 de b L, 


In wy ſocial liſee. 4 


5 And here's to the houſewife that's thiyfty. | 
1 44 O's L.et 


0 N. F 8. 
Ev'n beaux, thoſe ſoft amphibious things, 
Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, 
Quitetoft to the delight that ſprings 
From ſenſe, thy pow'r confe $; 
The top, with chitty maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his queue and ſtiff grimace, 
Grows free, and feems to think. 
8 0 NG. 
Hepherds, I have loſt my lo 
S — you ſeen my Ann? 1: fo 
Pride of 'ev'ry ſhady grove 
Upon . of Banna. 
I for ter iy home forſook, c 
Near yon ge mountain 
ert my fleck, ny pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſnh de, and fountain. 
Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life re oer, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mojrning. 
Whither is my charmer flown? 
Shepher is, tell me whither? : 
Ah! wos forme, perhaps ſhe's gone = 
For ever, and fore er 


* — 


s O N 
Sung jn the ge en rt, 
FA Frc'inoabemaid.ot baſbfulfiftern, |! 
Likewile ta the widow af fifty 191 
Here's ꝗblthe bold and extravagant queen, 


8 ON Gs. 
Let the tet pal? By 
Drink toithe las, 
I Bend ſne' IH prove an excuſe for * glaſs, 


Here's to the maiden whole dimples we. 


And akewiſe 4 tb per char none, Sir, 
Here's o the majd with, pair of blue eyes, 
And here is to her that's but one, Sir. 
Lettthe toaſt paſs, Ke. 


Here's th; the m:id' with 2, boſom of ſhow, 
And to her tliat's as brown us a her 
And here's to the wife witha tace full of _ 
And here's to he girl that is merry. | 
Let the toaſt p aſs, Kc. þ 


Let her be clumſy, x Jet he be flim, 
Young, or ancient, I care net a fe herz 


So fill the pint bumpe quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us tat hem together, | 
Let the toait pals, - 


Drink to the las, 
1 warrayt ſhe'll p;ove en excuſe e 
0. o' NS; 


11 ek OF SWEETS, "pK; 


QWeet are the banks when ſpring perfumes 
The verdant plants and laughing flowers, 
Fragrant Wa vi viet: Sit blooms, A 41 | 
And (weet b oſſom after ſhowers: _ | 
Swvet is the foft; the ſunny breeze, 
Th fas che geiden olange. grovey 
But ah! how ſweeter far than theſe _ 
7: The kiſſes are of her I love. Ve 


—— — — 


Ns. 
Ve roſes, bluſſing in your bei i 
That with your oddurs ſcent the air, 
We blies chiſte, with — Reads, 

As dear Cleors's, boſom air; 
No 015 1 3 kv ſ weets, * 

Fer I, and I lane, can prove 

How ſweeter, when each other meet, 
Tube kitles are of her I love, | | 


Her tempting eyes my gaze inelin'd, _s 1 
Their pleaſing leſſon firſt I caught, 
Her ſenſe, he: friendſhip, next confin'd c 


The willing pupil ſhe bad taught. 
Should fortune, ſtooping from the ſæy, 


Conduct me to her bright alcove: | ] 
Yet like the turtle I ſhould die, | | 
Denied the kiſs of her I love. 
| s ON G. 
Written by Mr, HaAwxixs. 


ET poets praiſe the paſture mead, 
The moſs-clad hell, the dale; 
The thepherd pipinz on the reed, 
The maid with micking-pail. 
The lark who ſoars on pinjons high, . , 
With melliflucus note; af, 
The ſheep, the herq, the butterfly, 4 * = 
The friſky fawn, the goat. 13 
The buþbling brook, the grot, the grove, 
The b.ooming flow'rs ſo gay | 
T he wood, the brake, the ſweet alcove, _ 
Or (milling dawn of day. | 
While 


* 


— 
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CON "OS 
While Ia Keftir chene HEY 


Ang think on theſe no more: 
But nai £ n fone and We verſe, © 


The object 1 ade. ul bi. 
Her ſkin is like the lily white, 5 y 


Her cheeks red roſes re; 1 8 99211 
Her eyes outſhine the. ſun · brams 1 374 

Her ſhape moſt debona iir. 
Her manners mild as turtdeldvve, - bh 

In ringlets flow her hair; 2 34% 
She lookg—ſh2 is the queen of le, 

And fiireſt f the fair. 2 10 
H-r breath like ſpicy o.1curs ſweet” © ? 2 

That ſtent the eaſtern HW, 42% 


Her mind, her w all compleat 
And ſource of alt Tb 17 1 184T 
To dwell with her through life 's ſhort (paces 7 
And ve her h-ay 'nly charms ; | 
An. all the joys I with to tr ice, | 
Then. dic within her arms. , 4 


S „„ wins 
Nan the ade c a pond, ” ths foot of'# 


ill, 
A free —— fellow 2 — oo on his w Tits 6: 
Preſl heal h hl-oms her ſtrong roſy 1 * 05 er 
his face, f 
Aendavneſty gives cen to aukwardnels grace: 
Be flour d with his meal er, the labour md 
{fin - 17 9p? HAfA, 
And itting af at night is 0 viel as x King's 
After heartily eating, he takes 4 full Lill 
Of liquor home brew ed, to gay of the 
mill. 


=" & 2 1 
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He makes no. nice ſeruples of toll for his 
9 iſe to his Jadun 

For that's an 4X iſe to his induſtry paid; _ 

His conſcience 15 free, and 13 © 4 

And he values 1. of thoſt 'of ten thouſan 


Cars; by vi 341 * $4 


* 
He's a treehold fuScient to give him vote; 


At election he fcoins/to accept bf a giDỹf 


He hates your proud ptacemen ; and, do 
what they will, 


They ne er can leduce the ſtaunch man of 


the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the; batbet 23 


prieſt, 


And hope that out ſtateimen 110 all for the 


beit,, 

That the Spniard's ſhall ne” er interrupt our 
free tt Ge, 

Nor good Urnich cdin be in ſubfidlies paid 1 


He fears the French navy and commerce in- 
creaſe; 


And he iſhes poor i ankey have 


peace; 3 
Thy! oy. Eng 'and, he knoys, may have 
tres gtm, and have cit,” | | 
To e il her manors and ſave h's own. 
Fil 0 ö | 


With this honeſt bope he goes home to his s 


work ; 
Ard if waier is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows te ſcatte:s his bay, 
Or wich the ſtiff plough ag $ up un ol. 
TE Yb r l 


« 41 0 712 391 $9 143 %7 8 | His 
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0 
His * is c1owi,'d with good Eygliſh 
gleex bore of 
That -w country may. ever be happy and 
ret: f 
With his hand and his heart to king George 
does he fill, ; 
May all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill, 
S O N G. 
S RI N S. 
Written by SHAKESPEARE. 
WHEN dazies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady's ſmocks all filver white, 
Do paint the meadows,w-th delight; 
The cuckow then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men, for thug lings he; 
Cuckow, cuckow; Ol word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks, 
When turttes tread, and rooks and dawg, 
And m:idens bleach their ſummer ſmocks, 
The cuckow then, on every tre, 
Mocks mrricd men, for thus fings he; 
Cuckow, cuckow; O41 word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a mar ied car, ; 4 


Written by Sir RicHARD, SrE ETI, | 


FROM place to place, forlorn, Igo. 
With downcaſt eyes, a ſilent ſhade; 
Forbidden to declare my woe; 

To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, aftaid, 


— — 


„ 


My inward pangs, my ſecret grief | 
: My foft conſenting looks betray; 


He loves, but gives me no relief; 


Why ſpeaks not he---who may? 


| RES ih, - i bs 0 
\HERE is one dark and ſullen hour, 
Which fate decrees our lives ſhould know, 

Elſe we ſhouid ſhghtth? Almigluy power, 
Wrapt in the joys we find below, 

"Tis paſt, dear Cynthia, now let frowns be gone, 
A long, long penance I have done 
For crimes, alas! to me unknown. 


In each: ſoft hour of flent night 
Your image in my dream appears; 
I graſp-the ſoul of my delight, * 
. Slumber-/in-joys, but wake in tears: 
Ahl faithleſs, charming ſaint, what will you do? 
Let me not think I am, by you. [ 


- 


, Lov'd leſs for being true. 


HO? cruel-you ſeem to my pain, 
And hate me becauſe Tam true; 
Vet, Phyllis, you love a falſe ſwain, 
Who has other nymphs in his.view; . 


Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 
To me what a heaven*twould bet _ 
To him but a woman you feem, © * '/ 
But, ah! you'rean angel to me, 
Thoſe lips, which he touches in haſte, 
To them 1 for. ever could grow; 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go, 


* 


Ty 


— 
* 


Y 


8 ON GS. 


Th-t arm, like a lily ſo wite, 
Which over hisſhoWders you lay, 
My o{-m eauld Wenm it all nig, 

My lips they euld preſs it all . 


Were I | kes wonarth foreign, * 

Were grace my ſubjects to be, 
Fd leave them, and fly to the plain 
 Todwell in a cottage with thee, 
But it I muſt feel your diſdain, 

If tears cannot eruelty Crown; | 
Oh! I-t me not live in this pain, 

But give me my death in 2 Nr 


s O N G. 


R929 em and yet unſkill'd 
How to make a lover yield; 

Ilow tokeep, and ho to gain, 

When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 
Ee I can my 'ouldifpurſe, 01777 5 
Have my lueaſts, and roll my eyes. vo 


Stay not till I learn the, wa 
How to lie, and to betray; 

He that has mie fiiſt, is bleſt, 
For] may deceive the reſt. 
Could I find a blooming youth 
Full of love, and füll of treth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mien, 

I ſhuu'd long to le fiſteen. 


s ON s. 


he SO N G. 
AMON, if you will believe me, 
Tis not ſighing on the plain, 
Song or ſonnet can relieve ye; 
Faint attempts in love are vain, | 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
And be maſter of the field; 

To a powerful, kind invaſion, 
Twere a madneſs not to yield, 


Love gives out a large commiſſion, 
8 | Still4ndulgent to the brave; 
But one ſin of baſe omiſſion, 
3 Never woman yet forgave. 
Tho' ſhe yows ſhe'll ne er permit ye, 
Cries, you're rude and much to blame, 
And with tears implores your pity; 
Be nat merciful, for ſhame, 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 
Chloris time enough will find, 

T his her cruel furious lover 
Much more gentle, not fo kind. 


EpWIX AND ETHELINDE, - 
| | ONE parting kiſs, my Ethelinde! 
| DT Young Edwin fault'ring cried, 
b I bear thy father's haſty tread, | 
(| Nor longer muſt I bide. 


To mortow eve, in yonder wood, 
Beneath the well-known tree, 

Say, wilt thou meet thy own true loye, 

Vhoſe only joy's in thee? 


— 


—— — — T — 


$0 N G s. av 
dhe claſp*d the dear-beloved youth, 
And begh'd, and 2 a tear; 
Whate' er het'de my love, 
I'll ſorely weet the there. 


They kiſs, they 5 2 lining page 
To malice ever bent, 

O'erheard he'r talk, and to his lord 
Reveal'd their fond intent, 


The varon's brow grew dark with trowng, 
And rage diltdjo'd. his cheek, 

Hea ens! ſhall a vaſſal ſhepherd dare 

My daughter's love to ſeek! 


ut know, raſh boy, thy bold attem 
f Full forely ſhalt Mein u v 
No: ee again, ignobie maid, 
halt thou thy lover view. ' 
The drews of evening faſt did fall, 
And diarknets ſpread apace, 
When Ethelinde, 'with beating head, 
Fl-w to th appointed place. 


With eager eye ſhe lcoks around, 
No Edwin there was ſeen: 

He was not wont to break his faith, 

What can his abſence mean! 


Her heart beat thick at ey'ry noiſe, 
Each ruſtling thro” the woody | 

And now ſhe travers'd quick t ground, 
And no ſhe Mkning ſtood, 


Enliv' ning kope, and chilling fear, 91 
By turns her boſom ſhare; | © * 


An now ſhe calls upon his name, | 
\ Now weeps 2 deſyair, * 1h 


——— — — U—— - — — —— — — 
— . 93.0 
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ame the day s laſt glimm' rings fled; 
And, blackening all the (ky, | \ 

A hideous tempeſt dreadful roſe, 
And thunders roll d on high. St p 


Poor Ethelinde aghaſt, diſmay . 
Behplds with, wild affright 1 
That threat'ning sky, the lonely wood, 
And honors ct the night, 


Where art thou now, my Edwin dear? 
Thy, friendly aid I wants | | { 

Ah me! my;hoding heart foretels 
T hat aid thou canlt not grant, 


Thusack'd with pangs, and beat with forms, 
Contus'd and loſt ſhe roves; , 
Now looks to heaven with earneſt pray'r, 
Now calls on him ſhe loves. = 


Atlength a diſtant taper's rays 

Stragk, heaming on her ſight; _ * 
Tho' brakes ſhe guides her fainting ſteps 

Towards the welcome light. F 


An aged hermit. peaceful dwelt 
In this ſequeſteiꝰd wild, FT, 
Calm goodneſs {ar upon his brow, 

His words were loft and mild. 


| HH 

He ope d his hoſpitable door, | | 

And much admiring view'd © 1h, 

e tender virgin's zracetul form, | 
Daſh'd by the tempeſt rude. 


Welcome, fair maid 8 
To hs, warm helter'd oe thou , 
; Here reſt ſecure thy wear. 
Here peace and oy, ied feet, 


dwell, 


2 . 4 —— — 


_, PTC 


Sg 


| He ſaw the heart-wrun ſtarting tear, 


With frantie g-ief rEthelinde 4 


"> .0'- N00 


And gently ſought o know, * 
With. kingeſt pity's loothing coke, 

The ſtdiy of her woe. 
Scarce ha be told her mournfel ale, 1 

When ſtruck with dreag they hear - ' 


Voices confus'd with dying groans. 
The cell approaching near = } 
Hel lp father! help. they loudIycry, © | 7 | 
wretch here bleeds-to death; / 


— 


Come cordial balſam quickly gives + % 21D 
To ſtay bis 22 a 1 010 

All deadly 1 8 him 4565 
And gaſh/d with m ly a Wound; 

When woeful ſight! et Edin“ TY 
Lay bleeding on the ground. 


” 


o 4 


Beſide his body falls 


Lift up thine eyes, my, chin deere. lt 
"TH Ethel. that alls. l th 
That much- Iovid ſound:recalls/his liſe 10 f 

He litts his cloßing eyes, i Lua 
Then feebly murmul ing gut her name. 
He gaſps, he faints, he dies! 


Supid awhile, in dumb deſpair 
She gaz'd on Edwin deadz. Ly, 
Pim grew her eyes, 15 bps h 
L life 8 warm ry om 
4 $71; it — I 119.) 
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$S O N G. 
Written by Mr. Ea von. 


18 * me not I my time miſpend, 

1 Tis time loſt to reprove me; 

Purſue thou thine, I have my end, 
So Chloris only prize me. 


Tell me not other's flock are full, | 
Mine poor, let them deſpiſe thee 

Who more abound in milk and wool, 
80 Chloris only prize me. 


| Tire others” eaſier ears with theſe 
15 Unappertaining flories; 
1 He never feels the world's diſeaſe, 
Who cares not for her glories. ; 


For pity, thou that wiſcr art, | 
Whoſe thoughts lie wide of mine, 
t me alone with my own heart, | 
And I'll ne/er envy thine. 


Nor blame him, whoe'er blames m 
That ſeeks no higher prize, y wy" 
Than in unenvy'd ſhades to N Hos; 
And ſing of Chlorjs' eyes. 
rs N G. 


$a brjok and gay appears, 
purpo ſe to invite; 
Ye, when 1 preſs er, ſhe, in en, 
= Whilſt Celia Geming ſhy and coy, 
And to all ber favours granis; a 


And ſecretly receives that joy, 
Which others think ſhe wants. 


I would, 


: — — — — SC. WB 
2 


oc 8 


ee 

I would, but fear I never ſhall, 
With either fair agree; 

For Celia will be kind to all, 
But Chloe won't to me; 


s O N G. 


O turn away thoſe cruel eyes, 

The ſtars of my undoing; | 

Or death, in ſuch a bright diſguiſe, 
May tempt a ſecond woomg. 


Puniſh their blindly impious pride 
Who dare contemn a 819ry; 

It was my fall that deify'd d 
Thy name, and feal'd'thy ſtory, 


Yet no new ſoff*rings can prepare 
A higher praiſe to crown thee; 
Tho' my firit death proelaim thee fair, 
My ſecond will dethrone thee, 


Lovers will doubt thoucanſt entice 
No otherfor thy fuel; 

And if thou burn one victim twice, 
I hink thee both poor and cruel, 


$& ONO, 


WINk, wine in the morning 
Mokes us frolick and gay, 
That, like eagles, we ſoar 3; 
In the pride of the day; 
Gouty ſois of the night, 
Only find a decay, 


% 


_—_ — — —ä 


TONS 8. 
Ihe fn ripes the grape, ESSE 
Ani to drinking gives light; wry 
x We initate him, HT 
| When by noon'we re at heighty- ) vi 
F They ſteal wine, who take it 
. When he's out offſiglu, 
* Boy, fill all the Glaſſes, _ ., PF 
M Fili them ug now he ſhines; 7 
j The liber he riſes,” 3 
x The 1 mage he refines; 1 
4. Fur wine ind wit fall * Ne 


— 


As their maker declines, 


8 N . 17 % 6% 5 
Wiimen by ihe Ma roa -. 
| 1 f A 

"Ix plea'uresof a Jady*s ſmiles 
| 5 77 How falle le, ek 10W fair! | 


In evy':y charm there jiez a dart, 5 a 
In cry gldnce a ſaaze. ay. 10 


How they recal the yourbful mind. 

| From ey blorivis arm, | 

| Fill the [ſt treat with tacks and fears, 4 
| An bla the bug ot fue, N 


Bound in the le ters of the . 
In vain we Are! to move; 

In vain we form the great er 
When tall tue foul is lore“. 8 


Ye*', O bright angel, fehle on me, # x 
179 Your beauties 1 idort; whit 
ö Noa oitiec blits LasRb: oa | 


g 197 af 
Nor can the skies give noe, 4 2 | 
8 GN 2 

* 


gs 
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But oh! the five ſeraglios |, * 


S O N 6. 


VARIETY IS CHARMING. 


J'M in love with twenty, 

I'm in love with twenty, 
And could adore 
As many more, 

For nothing's like a plenty, 
Variety is charming, 
Variety is charming, 

And conſtancy 
Is not for me, 
So ladies you have warning. 


He that has but one love, 
Luoks as pocr” 
As any boor, 
Or lixe a man with one gloye, 
Variety, &e. 


Not the fine regalia 
Of caſtern kinge, 
The poet ſings 
Girls grow old and ugly, 
And can't in ſpi:e 
The ſame deſfire, 


* 


As when they're young and ſinug ly. 


Varicty, &e, 
Why has Cupid pinions; 

If not 10 fly - 
Through all the sky, 
And ſee his tavowite minions. 
Variety, &c; . 


* 


16 "AN 06 8. N 


Lg 


MO TONS Ss. 


| Love was born ofbeauty, 
* | And when ſhe goes, 
AW The urchin knows, 
| To follow is his duty. Ih 
Variety is charming, | ? 
Variety is charming, | 
And conftancy _ 
Is not for me, 


$0 ladies you have warning. 7 4 


x 
* 
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AFREE-MASON's SONG. 


WE have no idle prating, 
Of either whig or tory 3 


But each agrees 
| To live at eaſe, 
And ſing or tell a ſtory. 
Fi ill to him, 
Do the brim, . | 
Let it round the table roll : 
Tae divine 
Tells us wine 
Chears the body and the ſoul. 


We're always men of pleaſure, 
Deſpifing pride and party; 
While knaves and fools, 
Preicribe us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty 
Fill to him, &c. 


If an accepted Maſon ,. 
Show'g talk of high or low nz 
We'll ſet him down 
A ſhallow crown, 
And underſtand him no church, 
Fill to him, &c. 


The world is all in darkneſs; 
About us they conjed8ure, 
But little think 
A ſong and drink 
Succeed a Maſon's lecture. 
Fill to kim, &c. 
| 75 


10 EB DN C'S. 
Then landlord bring a ho; Se 
And in 1e 1 OY gp peed 
il it rebgund 
With hollow found, e 

Each Maſon here will face 1 ö 0% 

Fill to him, b | | 
Too the brim, 

Let it round the table roll 55 
The divine i 
Tells us wine 1 


Chea.s the _ A's the ſoul. 


$ O NG.-Trer e We 3. 
WO by Dr. CROxALL, 


WIFI. me, ſome ſoft and cooling eve, 

To Windfor's ſhady, kind retreat; 

Wihicre ſylvan ſcenes, wide-(preading trees, 
Repel the raging dog-ſtar's heat: 

Where tufted graſs, and moſſy beds, 
Afford a rural, calm repoſe; 1 

Where woodbines hang their dewy heads, 
And fragrant ſweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling valley plays, 
His gl: aff, ſurface chears the eye, 


And thro' tie flow'ry[ meadows ſtrays z 
His fertile banks, with herbage green, 
lis valcs with golden plenty Well? 
Wh: rc'er his purer ſtreams are ſeen, / 
Th «gods of health and pleaſure dwell, 


Lett 


SON GS. 

Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave, "> 
With naked arms ence; more divide; 

In thee my glowing boſom lave, '/ 
And aut the gent! y-roll'ng tide. 

Lay me with damaſk roſes crown d, 
Beneath ſome oher's duſky ſhade; 

Where water-lilies deck the round, 

And bubbling fprings,refreſh the glade. 

Let dear Lucinda too be there, Eg 
With azure mantle ſlightly dreft : 

Ye nymphs, bind up her flowing hair; 
Ye zephyrs tan her panting breaſt. 

O haſte away, f ir maid, and bring 
The muſe, the kindly friend to love! 

To thee alone the muſe ſhalt ſing, 

And warble thro' the vocal grove, 


8 0 N 8. 579% 14/\ 
| SoticiTu.DeEz A PAS TOA 
Written by Mr. SuexsToxE, 


WHY will you my paſſion reprove, 
Why term it à folly to grieve, 

Ert Lell you the charms of my love! 

She's fa rer than you can belicve.. 


With her mien ſhe enamours the brave, 
With her wit ſhe engages the free, 

With her modeliy pleaſes the grave; 

She's every way pleaſing t me. 


When Paridel tries in e dance. K. * 
Some tavour with PHillis te find, 
Oh! bow with one trivial glance 
Might the ruin the peace of my mind! 
| D 2 
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In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, mnl 
And his crook is beftudded around ; 
And his pipe oh ie may Phillis beware 

Of a magick therein is it's ſound, | | 


80 Phillis the trophy deſpiſe! 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, - 
'So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes. 

The language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 
Vet may ſhe beware of this arr. 
Oc ſure I muſt envy the ſong. | 


15 
| S O NG. 
you may ceaſe to complain, 
For your ſuit is in vain, 
All attempts you can make 
But augment her diſdain; - © - 
She bids you give oer 
Wh 2 your power; |, 7 
For, except her eſtemm, . 
She can grant you no more. 


Her heart has been long ſince” 
Aiſlanlted and won 
Her truth is as laſting. * 
And firm as 4he ſun; | 
You'll find iti more ca; 
Your puſſion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fru tlel⸗ 
Endeavours endure. 


Ys 


Let his crack be with hyacinths bound. 


( he 


. 8 0 N G 8. 
You may give this advice * 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a lover like me 
Will thoſe precepts deſpiſe ; 
I ſcorn to give oer, 

Were it itill in my power; 
Thy efteem were deny d me, 
Yet her I'll adore. W 

A heart that's been touch'd 
Will ſome ſympathy bear, 
'T will leſſen my ſorrows, 
If ſhe takes a ſhare; 
I'll count it more honour 
In dying her flave, 
Than did her affections 
My ſteadineſs crave. 


7 
— 
4 


| You way tell her, I'Il be old of! 


Her true lover, tho' ſhe- '; | + + 
Should mankind deſpiſe 

Out of hatred to me 
Tis mean to give o'er 

Cauſe we get no reward, 
She loſt not her worth 


When I loc her regard. 


My love on an altar 40 
More noble ſhall burn; 
I fill —— love _ n 
I'Il tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the flame 
And I'll fizh for herſeilf 
In a counterfeit name. | 


F'Y 
«4 
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| Say, ſhall we tafte the-breezy air, 


Then own, ye nymphs, this god-like truth 52 M 


— 


bz. SONGS. 
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FJ ARK, Daphne, from the hawthorn-buſh 


The ſpotted finches ſing ; 
In artleſs notes the merry thruſm 
Salutes the blooming ſpring: 
On verdant bed the vidſet lies, 
To woo the weſtern gal; 
While tow'ring lilies meet eur eyes, 
Like love-fick virgins pale. 
The rill that guſhes o'er the ſhore, 
Winds muim'ring thro” the gladez 


So heart-ſtruck Thyrſis tells his moan, 


— 


To win his cold- clay maid : 
The golden ſun, in freſh array, 

Flames forward on the ſphere z 
Around the may-pole ſhepherds play, 

To hail the flow'ry year, | 


Or wander thro? the grove; 
There talk of Sylvia's wild deſpair, 
The prey of lawleſs love ? | « 4 
Ah, no! he cries ; o'er Sylvia's fall 15 F. 
Exult not, tho' twas ruſt 3 d 
Daſli not the ſinner's name with gall, 
Nor triumph o'er her duſt. 


True virtue ſcorns te fling the dart, 
Herſelf above all fear; 
When juſtice ſtings the guilty heart, 
She drops the gen'rous tear: 


wy on your hearts impreſt; 
On brighteſt patterns form your youth, - - 
D : 


; © . * * 4 
. * 
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"SON G.—$ung at RANELAGH, 
TME heroes ring to finiſh the war, 

” Aud hid t the camp an adieu, 5 * 
Now ſheathe up your ſwords, and rejoice, O 
| e fair! 4 366 7 49! EE 
To think of returning to you. 
With 2 then, ye laſlss, embelliſh your 
charms ; 
Your lovers mack raptures will come; 
O take the brave fellows, then, cloſe to your. 
arms, 
And tenderly welcome them home. 


n i „g ee 6. 

Tus MirLEA's WEDDING. 
LEAVE, neighbours, your work, and to 

port and to play, 2 
Let the tabor, ſtrike up and the village be gay. 
No day thre! the year ſhall more chearful be 


| ng | 


ſeen, 
For Ralph of the mill marcies Sue of the green. 
I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, fo hippy as we? 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth 
lake a bride, _ 
I | Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd; 
4 My body is ſtout, and my heart is as fh, 
I Ad my love, like my courage, will, nerer 
give ground, | 
I love Sue, &c, 


Let 


„ 
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Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointers wed, 
And — take the beſt bidders to bed; 
Such ſigning and ſraling's no part of our bliſs 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſeal with a kiſs, 
- 1 love Sue, &c. ; 1 * l 
Though Ralph is not courtly, nor none of 
„ 27 gh 97 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine 
cloaths ; 8 . 
In nothing he'll borrow from folks of high life, 
Nor —_— his back on his friend, or his 
wiſe, 
J love Sue, &c. 


While thus Lam able to work at my mill, 
While = art kind, and thy, tongue but lies 
Sill ; 95 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be news, 7 
And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue, 

I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And white the wind blows, 
And while the mil! goes, | 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo bappy as we? 


fs, » p_ 
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Witten by Mr Garrick, 


ONCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, . 
To hills and dales my paſſion teil, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee, my Peggy: 
You, greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 
For fay, what ſubje& is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


n MAGA 


The 
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The ſun fi;ſt riGng in the morn, 

That paints the dew beſp3ngled thorn, 

Does not ſo much the day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy: 

And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, _ 

He ſtieaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 


Appears my lovely Peggy: 


4 
When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy : 
1 I ſtole a kiſ the other day, 


And {truſt me) nought but truth I fay, 
F The fragrance of the'blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 

With ker the bleating flocks VA feed, 

And pipe upon the oarey reed, | 
To pleaſe my love'y Ress - 

With her a cottage would d light; 

All's happy whey ſh. in my naht; 

But when the's gone, 'tis endlels might; 
All's daik without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r fill rave, 
An4 linn+ts warble through the grove, 
Or _—_— "IP the water love, 
So al I love Pe * 
And — 4 death, with \. bi BP dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
| My words ſhall be Whenl depart, 
"be Adieu, my lovely Peggy, 


Ec 


8 ON 8. 


AScorcu BaLlLlad, ' 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


YOUNG Jockey ſought my heart to win, 
An ww'd as lovers woo; 

J, vers'd in all our ſex's art, 
Did juſt as maidens do: | 

Whate'er he'd ſigh, hate er he'd * 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy, at; 

And when he pre s'd his fate to know, 
Twas, Pr'yihre, fool be quiet. 


Month after month, of am'rous pain 
He made a mighty fuſs; 

Why. if, you know, one loves a ſwain, 

is wrong to ſay one does: 

He told me, peſſion could not live 

| Without more pleaſing diet ; 

And pray what anſwer could I give, 
But, Pr'ythee, fol be quiet? 


Atl-rg he made a bold eſſay, 
And lice a man he cry'd, 
Thy hand, my dear, this very diy 

Shall Celia te my byide : 


Convinc%l he would have teiz'd me Rilt, 3 


could not well deny it; 
And now, believe me, when I wil}, 


I make the fool be quiet, 


$ O N 6G, 
| EA? Celia in her gar den ſtray d, 


Secure, nor dream'd of harm, 


„A hee approach'd the lovely maid, 


x | 


And ietted on her arm. 


SONGS. 

The curious inſe& thither fle. wg, 
To taſts the tempting bloom A 

But with a thouſand ſweets in — 
It found a ſudden doom. 


Her nimble hand of life bereay'd 8 
The darling little twing ; | ; 

But firſt her ſnowy atm 1eceiv'd, 
And felt the painful iting. 


Once only cou d that ſting furprize, © 3 
Once be injurious found | 
Not ſu the darts of Celia's eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound, 


Oh ! would the ſhort-liv'd burning ſmart 
The nymph io pity move, 

And teach her to rcgard the heart 
dhe fires with endleſs love! 


8 O N G. 
Go ſave great George, out king! 
Long live our nob,e king, 
God fave the King! 
J end hun victorious, 
Happy and olorious, 


eng 10 ct, n ovet us, r 89 
God lave the king. 0 


D Lord, our G. d ariſe, 

Scatter his enemies, | 

And make them falls 1 7 b 
,onfount their — 11 4 

ruſtrate their knaviſh tricks; e 
n him our hopes at. Mr 
God ſave us l. E U 


3 


— 
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Thy choiceſt gifts ipſtore,) | 11 + 
On George de pleas d to pour, 
Long may he reign ; 
May he de'end our laws, T0 - 
oe ever give us fag | 
o ſing with heart and yoice,, _ 
God ſave the king, nd , 


A FREE-MASON's.$0NG, 


COME, let us prepare, | 0 
> We brothers that are 1 | 

Met together on merry accaſivn z | 
Let's drink, laugh, and ſing, . ; 
Our wine has a ipring;_ 

Here's a health to an accepted maſon, | 
The world is in pain | / 

| Our ſecret to gain, | 

But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on; 

Fill they're ſhewn the ligbr, 

| They'll ne'er know the right 

| Word or fign of an accepted maſon. 


* 


| "Tis this, and 'tis that, , 
: They cannot tell what, 
| | Why ſo many great men in the nation / 8 
Should aprons put on, Y 


B. To make themſelves one 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 


| | Great kings, dukes, and lords, 

| Have laid by their (words, | 
This our myn'ry to put à good grace on 
And ne'er been aſham'd, r 
| To hear themſelves nam'd 


Wiha free and an accepted maſon, | 


S. ON G S 
Antiquity's.pride 
We have on our ſide, 

It makes each man juſt in his ſtation ; 
There's nought but what's good, 
To be underſtood. 

By a free and an accepted maſon, 


We're true and lincere, 
We're juſt to the fair, 

They'll tru us on ev ry occaſion ; 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore, 

Than a free and an accepted maſon. 
Then join hand in hand, 
To each other firm ſtand, 


Let's be merry, and put a bright face on; 
No mortal can boaf}, 
So noble a toaſſ, 

As a free an accepted maſon. © 


8. 0 * d. 
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THE RAPS OT THE Ar. 45 


Written by Mr Shenſtone, | 


, PWASi in à land of learning, 
The muſe's fav'rite ſtation, 
Such pranks, of late, 
Were play*dby a rat, 
As gave them —_—— ? 


All in a college ſtudy, n 
Where books we. in great 

This rat would devour Mey, 

More ſenſe, id an hour, r 

Tum I euld write - in twenty. 


— — —— — + —ND— — — — 
— — — 


SDN G8, 


His break ſaſt, half the morning, 
He conttanily attended ; 

And when the bell rung 

For evening ſengſg, 
His dinner ſrarce was ended, 


| Huge tomes of geo—gra hy, 

bi And maps, lay all in ws, | *. 

A river or a ſea | | 7 
Was to him a diſh of tea, | 1 
And a kingdom —bread and butter. 


Such bavock, ſpoil, and rap ine, 
With grief my mule rehearſes ;; 

How freely he would dine -< of 

On ſome bulky ſchool divine, 1 
And for deſcert—cat veiſes. 


He ſpar'd not ev'n heroics; 

On which we poets pride us: 
And would make no more 
Of King Arthurs, by the ſcore, 


% 


Tuhan—all the world beſide dogs. 
But if the deſp'rate potion - - * 
Might chance to Nera, A 
To check its rage, | or 1 
eee 
Of logic, to compoſe him. 


A trap, in haſte and anger 1 
i Was bought, you need 2 2g. 3 ifs 


4 


l/ And ſuch was the gin, n 

Were a lion once in, 1 
| He could not, 1 get e to, N 6% 
| wi d3 31267 11 19 L/With 


| S ON G 8. 
With cheeſe, not books, twas baited; 
The fact, I' not bel e it; 


Since none, I tell ye that, 
Whether ſcholar or rat, 


Minds books, when he has other diet. 


But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhould I ting, or either? 

Since the rat, with miekle pride, 

All their ſophiſtry defy'd, 1 
And dragg'd them away together, 


Both trap and bait were vaniſh'd 
Thro' a fracture in the flooring; 
Which, tho' fo trim 
It now may ſeem, . 
Had then a dez'n or more in, 


Then anſwer this, ye ſages, 

Nor think 1 mean to wrong ye; 
Had the rat, who thus did ſeize on 
The trap, lefs claim to reaſon, 

Than many a ſage among ye? 


Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 
Were vermin of condition 
But this rat, who anerely learn'd 
What rats alone concern'd, 
Was the greater politician, 


That England's topſy turvy, 

Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir 
Since traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer take our vermin, 

But vermin take our traps, Sir. 


. 
' 
[ 


N 


5 
* 
2 


— 


— 
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— 


— . 


; 


g | Or ſoldiers wear rebellion's ſcars. 


Let ſophe, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſtin cats to catch em 

Leſt they prove the utter bane 

Of our ſtudies, where, tis plain, 
No mortal fits—to watch em. 


m — 
— 


124 8 0 N G 8. 


OD the bowl we'll laugh and ſing ; | 


Melancholy, hence away! 
Ring, ring, the bowl is empty ; 
Fill it landlord, let's be gay. 
Rouſe, ye genial ſons of mirth! 
Now's the time to baffle care 
Though we're mortal now on earth, 


Let us fancy heaven here. jo 


Happineſs alone purſue ; 


Where is more than dwells in wine ?- 


Each fuli bumper gives a new 
| randy the theme — i 81 
y ſhould man, with forrow pinin 
| Loſe » life of joy and eaſe, cb 
When his bliſs is ſtill refining 
In ſublime delights like theſe. 


-8 0 NG. 
Written by Mr, LEMOINE. 


O Sweet content, 
Were thou but ſent 
To us on Britain's iſle; 
Our ſeuds wou'd ceaſe, 
Our trade increaſe, 
And plenty round us ſmile : 
No more our funds oppreſs'd with wars, 


, bu 
” 


Thy 
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Thy heav'nly rays, "A 
Permit always, 
To ſoothe each Britiſh breaſt; 
Nor hate, nor pain, 
Within them reign, 
1 calmneſs, love, and reſt: | 
thund'ring canons heard no more, 
But peace reſound from ſhore to ſhore, 


Make envy flee; 
With matlacre, 
To dwel in foreign ſpheres 3 
Let Britons be 
From diicord free, 
Nor ſhed oppreſſion's tears 4 
But all be mil, and all ſcrene, 
Pay homage both to king and queen. 
Then happy ſhall 
Live great and ſigall, 
Beneath gicat Grorge's pow'r 
With bow! ard glais, 
The minutes pals, 
Would thou but join each hour: 
'Tis thee Cceuent, who art the gate below, 
Which (bug out thite and heart: corroding woe. 


$ ON 6. "8 


On the taking of MqxnTRE4L, by General | 
AMHERST, in the year 4760. . 
1 Fill not the glaſs - -- 
To ſome favourite laſs, 
A hero engtoſſes my lays ; 
Thy trumpet, O lame! 
His deeds ſhall proclaim, 
nd ſpread round the glotrz Ambeiſt's praiſe, 
| | 1 krough * 


— 


1 
1 


— 
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Through woods, and o'er lakes, 
| His progiels he takes, 4 

With Montreal full in his eye; 
The French wou'd in vain, 
Or Indians, reſtrain 

His troops, who to victory fly. 


| Cape Breton's our own, 

[? { Gallia's iſhery's o'erthrown, 
Chief nurſery of her marine; 

b InvaſGen, that joke, 

Will thence end in ſmoke, 

| A Britain ſtill reign ocean's queen. 


| 
The Indians and we 
] Shall henceforth agree, 
{4 hus our manufactures advance; 
Our toes, to their coſt, 
See their rich far-texde loft, 
J reat blow to the commerce of France. 
Triumphant, with pride, 
| | O'er occan we ride, 
þ ot a ſingle attempt now miſcarrizs ; - 
ü To our raviſh'd eyes, 
+ Crefly, Agincourt riſe, 
| ; and the days of eur Edwards and Harry 8. 


e George ! O for thee, 

The fatez did decree, 80 
reign will eternally ſnine; 1 7185 

The fam'd eonqueſts told, | Jo 
In onr annals of old, | 

re already equalled in thine. - Yeu IF 


Oerwhelm'd 


| 
| 
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O'erwhelm'd with fad ſ ears. 
See Gallia in tears 
The 1o's af Montreal hemoas ; | 
The French are pndove, 

And now, Canada's won. 
Britann a ſhall there fix her thrane, 


But hark! Heawn . peace 
Bids war's horrors ceaſe 
And 1»! where the goddeſs deſcends! 
Her ch:rms all adore, 
Human blood ſtreams no more, 
And foes long contending are friends, 


$ © NG. 
Supg ig the I rv Wife, 


AS tippling John was jogging on, 
Upon a riot- night: N | 
With tott'ring pace, and fiery face, / 22 
Suſpicious of high flight; 1 1 
The guards, who took him by his look, | 
For tome chief ſtre- brand, Wt 
Aſk'd, whence he came; what was his OT 
Who are you? ſtand, friend, ſtand, 


Jam going home; from meeting come. 
Ay, ſays one, that's the ca: 

dome meeting he has byrnt, you ſeg On 
The flanie's ſtil in his face. 

John thought twas time to purge the FOR. ; 
And ſaid, *twas his intent, TN 

For to aſſwage his thirſty rage; | 
* Nu t was he meant. 


: 


| Come, 
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Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in win, ? 
= Says one; pray, let us know, 
I That we may find how ap 're inclin'd, | 
Are you high-church, or low? 
John ald to that, 1 1'll tet u what, 
= To cud debates and ftrite; 
All I can lay, this is the way 
11 *** my courſe of life. 
do, nor Burgeſs go, 
41 --pie-houſe, nor hall; 
Tb: | ſk Har bell beſt ſuits my zeal, 
. With, Gentlemen, d'ye call? 
Nou judge, am I low church, or high ? 
From tavern or the ſteeple, 
Whoſe merry toll exalts the ſou), 
| And makes us high-flown people. 
The guards came on, and look'd at John, 
1 V\ ith countenance moſt pleaſant : 
By whilper round, they all ſoon found, 
= He was no dang” rous peaſant ; 
So while john ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
FF Expeding their deciſion ; 
Fox on't, lays one, let him be gone, 
Ke's of our own mon. 0 


my 45 75 427 . 
| Written im the Vear 9560 


FAKE, hark! the drum ſounds, 
11 he echo rebounds, 
And bids us for fighting prepare; 
Then let us advance, 
[M1 And conquer all France, 
Fer with Britons no troops can compare. 
. Relentunent' s 


F 
F397 


— 


U— 
3 — 


- » Ap en — — = - * . 


8 Or, N 8. 
Reſentment* s gregt call, 
To Engliſhmen all, 
Cries loudly to recen er wrongs 

The voice let's ob, 
And riſe with the dar, 
Nor glory to us ſhall belong. 


When in a juſt cau ee, 
Ard liberty's laws, 2 
With vigour our ſpirits let's chear ; 
Our ſwords down in fo nd, 

We'll uſe at comman 


And ſhew we ate' rangers to fear. 


Let enemies boaſt wu! 4 

Of ſtorming our coaſt, 8 jj +" 
Whoſe veſſels. in harhour do le ; 

We wiſh them all aut, mM: 


To bang them about. 


Then we'll vanquiſh, brave boys, er wen die, | 


Crawn-Point, al, n 904 
And Gaudaloupe's fall, In 


Enrichments to Eogland do briogs, 


But France poor * groen, 
And their ſub 2 AP 
While Quebec's ex Ve Ts wy * 
s o N 6: 
Wrinen-by Me. Laworns, | 
ANCIENT 9 8 


In praiſe o ale; 
4 all their notions ; to 
* can't rewe 88 5 £5 


1 
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My joys all center in «bowl, 15! 


1 Brimful of ſaucy grog; 

And when it's out, I loudly baivl, 
N 

| 


12 


{ Come, fill it up, you dog! a 
| My leiſure hours I freely ſpend, F 
Without a grain of ſenſe ; 
I crack a jock with ev'ry friend, 


And thus l uſe my pence. 


$ O N G. 
TRE cnAI1S2 A \MAR1NE. 


MY deareſt life, wert thou my wife, 
q How happy i ſhould I be! 
And all my care, in peace and war, 
„ Ty be to pleaſure thee. Fe = 
n wp and down, from town to town, h 
Ne jo y ſoldiers rove; -—- l 
Then ou, my queegh in chaiſe.marine, 
Shall move like queen of love. 


Your love I'd prize beyond f the . 
ond the ſpoils of war; 
Would'ſ thou Abe to follow me, ww 
1 In humble baggage- car. ; be 
For happineſs, though in diſtreſs, 
= In ſoldiers wives is ſeen 3) 
And pride in coach has more reproach 
Than love in chaiſe- marine. 6 


oh! do not hold your love in gold, 
Nor ſet you heart on gain; 

= Behold the great with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain. 

14 


ON; 
In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble fee 5) # 
But ev ty day I get my pays 4 
And ſpend it merrily. x. 


Love not thoſe knaves, great farting s faves, 
Who lead igncble lives: ; | 
Nor deign to ſn le on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wiyes,” 4 
For Britain” s right and you we ght, .. "oy: 
And ev'ry ill defy 3 
7 Should but the fair 2 our care, N 
With love and conſtanex. 7 | 


If ſighs, nor groans, nor tender moans, _ 
Can win your harden'd heart';” © | 
Let love in arms, with all his charms, 7 
Then take a ſoldier's part, 1 
With fife and drum the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of War; 
Then don't think mean of: chaiſe- marine, 5 
Tis loves triumphant car. a 
Ty y 


* ** 
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a eee 
Sung at RANELAGH, : 


FEY, fly to yon vale, other paſtimes. purſue, 
My eyes and my tongue have nen 
thy tate; 
This face and this ſhape are nat geha d for 
you, X 
And Pre diſdain is now turwd wn 9 , 


EO 'G 
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- 
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aur N chs of old, F 
Ober auch ſpread their royal domain; 
Their pride laid ſo low, 
| As when brave George | the Second Ae 
of Roman and Geek. 
Let fame no more ſpeak, 
4 
i Through — nations around, 
Let our ti ts now ſound, 
Brave boys. ; 7:8 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, and Sou, 
| 1 Shall the rights of our monarch naintain ; - 
= On America's ſtrand 
Zeſcawen gives law on the main, 
Brave boys. 
We fill make our own, © - 
Cape-Breton, Crown- Point, Nagar 5 


S.O'N'G' S. 
[ 175 yu” we're told, 
ö But no annals cas ſhow , 
| 
| Brave boys. Us 
; 
| | How their arms the old — . 'M 
How Britons ade congyer'd the ry 
Our canon's loud mouth 
Amber limits the land, 
Fach port and each town | 
Guadaloupe, Senegal, 


uebec's mighty fall, 
Shall prove we've no equal i in war, 
Brave boys. 


Tucügh Confians did boaſt 
To conquer our coaſt, 


I. 


: 
SONO S. 
Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute Y 
Brave Hawke wing'd his way, * 
T hen bounc'd on his prey, — 
And gave him an Engliſh . 
Rave boys. 


At Minden, you know, 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals ; 
Though (they cry'd) Britiſh bands 
Are too hard for our hands, 0 
"BE * Begar we can eat them in heels, 
Mo: blicu ! 


While our heroes from home 
For laurels now roam, 
Shouꝰd the flat - bottom bocas but appear 
Our militia ſnall ſhow, 
No wocd:cn- ſhoe foe / . 
Can with ſreemen i in battle compare, L 
Brave boys. » 2 


CT. * 


Our fortunes and lives, 
Our childjen and waves, 
To de tend is the time now, or nevers 
1 Then let each volunteer 
4 To the dram-head repair; 
King George and Old England for ever, 
Grave boy's. | 


s 0 M G. 


G. gentle breeze, that fans the grove, 
And wait in ſighs a lover's wors; 

Or thiough the blooming garden rove, 

And lodge withis the vamalkrole ; ; 


_ 


CC 


B34 .S O- N S 
To ey'ry bluſhing fold made known, 
i That Colin's lighs exceed thy own. 
Beneath her crimſon foilage lie, 
Till on my Delia's boſom bleſt; 
Then from thy ſilken covert fly, + fy 
And plead my cauſe within her breaſt, 
But never leave that frozen part, 
Unleis to bring; me Delia's heart. 


S O N S. 


F8aTHER'D FELIC1TY- 
Written by Mr. Lemoinz. 


48 Two milk-white doves upon a bough 

5 Sat courting t' other day; 

Enraptur'd with each other's vow, 

: Time ſweetly ſtole away. 

Foſt'ring zephyrs gently blew, 

| To tan their ſoft defires ; | 

While Plicebus bright upon them threw 
The warmth of heav'nly fircs. 

With killes ſweet the male careſt 
Tue pride of nature's art; 

Wuile the, al: tondneſs, heav'd the breaſt 
That clos'd a truth-ttaugiit heart. 


No mundane cares within them dwelt, 
To gall the fleeting hour: 


Both own'd the happineſs they felt 
Areſe from Cupid's po- T., 


S © N 


* 


2 
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Written by the Earl of CHESTERFIELD, 94 


WHEN Fanny blooming fair 
Firlt caught my raviſh'd ſight, 
Pleas'd with her ſhape and air, 
I felt a ſtrange delight j 
Whilſt engerly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry part, 
And ev'ry feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my heart. 
In her bewitching eyes | 
Ten thovſand loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 
His ſhafts ate hoarded there. 
Her blooming cheeks are dy d 
Wich colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride 
Of roſes newly blown, 


! 


Her well-turn'd 4mbs conſeſs 
The lucky hand of Jove; 
Her features «1! expreſs 
The bezyteous queen of love, 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt g 
Of that too- charming maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt? 
Venus round Fanny's waiſt, - 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
Thice guardian Cupids grace, 
Ani dance the circle round, 


: 


SON GS. 


How happy muſt he be | 
Who ſhall her 2one unlooſe ! 
That bliſs to all but me, 
May Heaven and ſhe refuſe! 


$ O N G. 


| Sung in ARTAXERXES, 
JF o'er the cruel tyrant Love 

A conquelt I believ'd ; 

Ihe flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 

p O let me be deceiy'd; 


Foibcar to fan the gentle flame 
Which love did fiiſt create; 
Wat was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


l Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 


To take a traitor's part. 


** 
WINTER. 
WEEN ilicles bang by the wall, 


And Dick the ſhepherd blows 
And Tom bears logs iuto the hall, 


Then nightly ſings the ftaring owl, 

Tu-whit! tu whoo! 
* A merry note, | 
8 WW bile-grealy loan doth keel the oc 


Which, ah! I feel too much inclia'd 


Written by Mr. SHAKESPEARE. 


Ant milk comes frozen home in pai's 3 
When blood is nipt, and ways be fou', 


6 
\ 


S O NG 8. 
When aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw 
And birds fit brooding | in the ſnow, 

And Marian's no'e looks red and raw; 
When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
Then nightly ſings the flaring owl, 

Tu-whit! tu-whoo !' 

A merry note, 


While gieaſy Joan doth keel the pot, 


WW HEN Chloe we ply, 
e fwear we ſhall die, 
Her eyes do our hearts ſo enchrallz 
But *tis for her pelf, 
And not for herſelf ; 
Tis all artifice, artifice all, 


/ The maidens are coy, | : 

They'll piſh ! and _— fle! 2 7 
And ſwear if you're rude * will all; | 

But whiſper ſo low, Cy 

You may eaſily know, e oh 
"Tis all artifice, artiſice all. 


My dear, the wives cry, 
If ever you die, 

To marry _ I neer mall; 
But in leſs han a year, 


Will make vt appear, 3855 * 
'Tis all artifice, artifice all. - 1 


13s - * * ad 1 
In matters of ſtate, 
And party debate, 

For church and for juſtice we bawt 
But if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the end, 


'Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The non-cons will rant 

In their pulpits, and cant, | Fo 
And the honeſt conformiſts will ma ul, | 

In holy diſguiſe 

They lift up their eyes; 
*Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The lawyers, you know, 
To Weſtminſter go, 2 
And plead for their fees in the hall; 
For their clients they'll wrangle, 
And make ſuch a jangle 
*Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The wretch that attends, 
And on courners depends, 


His fortune he Il find to be ſmall — 
For their actions declare, | T 
Their werds ate but airz Let 

Tis all artiſice, artifice all. Nou 
4 | Is 

Ss O N 6, 12 

Sung in Midas. W 
NEER will I be left in the lurch I nol 
Ceaſe your bribes and wheedling | But 

Till I'm made a bride i' the church | B 


What, 


T'll keep man from meddling. 


S O N s. 


What are riches 

And ſoft ſpeeches! 

Baits and fetches 

To bewitch us; 

When you've won us, 
And undone us, 

Cloy'd, you ſhun us, 
Frowning on us, 


For our heedleſs piddling. 


A SONG UPON SONGS, © 


From the Vocal Magazine. 


OM ev'ry briſk ſoul 
U Who delights in a bowl, 
In mirth, or what to it belongs; 
\ttend to my verſe, 
While here I rehearſe, | 
To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs. 


but firſt, I declare, 
To him who to hear 
This little original longs ; 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or ill 
Is contain'd in this ſong upon ſongs: 


Great ſtateſmen conceal - 
Their ſchemes, whe-l and wheel, 


And under diſzuiſe commit wrongs i 
I nuboily hurt, 


But contribute to mitth, 
By writing a ſong upon ſongs. 


— 


1 4 
4 


TO NO he 
he boiſterous knave, ' _ 
ho pretends to be braye, ; 
And boaſts of his fights and ding dong; 
When put to the teſt, . N Ti 
How fallen his creſt ! 


And his courage—a ſong upon ſongs. ö 


The clergy reſort . =—_ =: 
To ſuperiors at court, 

And crave for fat livings in throvgs 
While I, with low aim, ö 


Aſpire to fame, f B 
n ſcribling a ſong upon ſongs. 
Taſte differs in all, | He 
In great and in ſmall, | . 
A hobby horſe to all belongs; 


A girl, ball, or play, 
A review, or birth · day, 
Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 
Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle, or flute, | Pie 
And ſome love a poker and tongs ; 18 
Some admire duettos a 
And others cantatas, f 


And others my ſong upon ſongy, 


Let all who've the ſpleen 

Buy this magazine; 

Such properties to it belonge, 
It will give them a cure, 

As certain and ſure 


As this is a ſong upon ſongs, 


SONG S 45 


But, if you proceed, 7 *. 
And continue to read Ars 

Each ſong which to this book belongs; 
You'll own, I believe, 
Many pleafure can give, 

Bekide this our ſong upon ſongs. | 


BLYTHE Jockey 3 A SCOTCH BALLAD} 
"4. Sung at Vauxhall. 


REYTHE Jockey, young and gays 
Is all my hearts delight; 
He's all my talk by day, 
And all my dreams by night. 


If from the lad I be, 
"Tis winter then with me 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis ſummer all the year. 
When I and Jockey met , 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 
Right (weetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale, 


You are the laſs, ſail he, 
That ſta my heart frae me; 
O caſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhew diſdain. 
Im glad when Jockey comes 
Lad when he 22 y | 
Ti; night when Jockey glooms, _ 
Eut ben he ſmiles *tis day, 


$2 S ON Gs. 


Well can my Jockey bd. .. 
His love and courte 


He made my heart full, Methe, 7 
When he firſt ſpake to me: 


His fait L ill denyd, 

He kiſe d and I com I'd; 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, - 
That he would faith'ul be. 


When our eyes meet I pant, 

I colour, ſigh, and faint; 
What 14 that would be kind, 

Can betier ſpeak her mind. g 


S ON G. 
Sung at RA NEL An. 


Nor on bcauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
W ich no real joys impart; 
Nor on heaps of ſord:d treafare, 
Did I fix my youthful heart. 


*T'was not Choeꝰs perſect feature. ; 
Di the fickle 72 r bin; { : 
Not her fo:m, the boaſt ( Nature, 
Twas alone her ſpotleſs wind. 
Nat on beauty s, &c. 
Take, ye ſwains, the real Uleſſing, 
That will joys for lif: inſure, | 
The virtuous nimd alone 18 Acſling, 
Wil! your laſting bliſs en. 
Not on beauty's, ec. PI” \ 


a 
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SONG. 
Written by Mr. Gar, 


ReciraATivs. 


, PWAS when the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blafts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, N 
All on a rock reelin'd! 

Wide o'er the foaming billows 
8 ne caſt a wiſhful look; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
T hat trembled o'er the brook. * 


Air. 


Twelve months ese gone and over, 
And nine long tedious ** ; 
Why *1dſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didit thou trutt the ſe 8? 
Cc aſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 
A ! what's thy trouble ſ motion 

To thatawithin my breaſt ? 


he merchant robh'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo, 


is JN. 8. 

How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain; 

Why, then, beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, + 
That lurk beneath the deep, 

To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep, 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for herde. r, 
Re paid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each villow with a tear: 
When o'er the white wave ſtooping, 
His floating coi pe ſhe ſpyd; 
Then like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head—and dy'd. 


4 
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8 O N 6. | 


Sung in CYMON. 
I Laugh, and I fing, 
I am blitheſome and free, 
The rouge's little ſting, 
It can never re'ch me: 
For with fal, la, la, lal 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
It can never reach me. 
My skin is fo tough, 
Or ſo blinking is he, 
He can't pierce my buff, 
Or he miſſes poor me. 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
He miſſes poor me. 
O, never be dull, i 
By the ſad willow tree: 
Of mirth be brimful, 
And run over like me, 
For with fal, Ja, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Run over like me. 
8 O N 6. 
| Written by Mr, J. R. T: 
OW happy loves the youth! | 
(Hismitireſs ever kind) 
hoſe paſſion's told with truth, 
And innocent his mind. 
R 


# 
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Whoſe boſom, free from guile, 
Nerd no falſe arts to ſcreen 3 

Nor no deceiving ſmile _ 
To hide the Bend within. 


hoſe heart the maiden's friend, 
Where more he could obtain, 
cveth to defend, 

And ſcorns the cruel] gain! 


Whoſe mind the pride diſdains, 
To a& a rover's part ; 

To give the maid a pain, 
Who yieldeth him her heart. 


How guileleſs to embrace, 

IIis ſpotleſs wiſhes move ! 
His ev'ry zction chaſe, 

His paſſion only love! 
T. an ſported to poſſeſs 

The obj: & of ohr joys; 
He ſecks no more to blels, 

Contented with his choices 


S O N C. 


8 5 Sung in Artaxerxes. 


H o W hard is my fate, 

1 How deſp'rate my ſtate, 

When honour and virtue excite, 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs 

The object in whom I delight. 
Vet :miidlſt all all the wozs 
My oul uncergors, 


— —ñ—äöʒ4—ü— ũ —— 


r 0 TE" 
Thro! virtue's too rigid decree, ; | 
I'll ſcorn to eomplain 
If the force of his pain 
Awaken his pity for me, 
$ O NG. 


T figh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, - 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy: 
I fcorn to reflect 
On a lady's negleft, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 


In love, as in war, 
J laugh at a ſcar; | 
And it my preud enemy yield, 
Tne joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


8 O N G. 
THE FORSAKEN NYMPH, 


CY ARDIAN Angels, now protect me, 
Send, ah! ſend the youth I love; 1 
Deign, O Cupid, to direct me, 
Lead me thro? the myrtle grove, 
Rey my ſighs, ſoft-floating air, 
Say I love him to deſpair; 
Teil him 'tis for him I grieve, 
For lim alone I wiſh to live. 


E 2 Nd 


Mid ſecluded dells'F ll wander, 


— — — 
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Silent as the ſhades of night, 

Near ſome bubbling rill's meander 
Where hz e:# has bleſt my fight ; 

There to weep the night away, 


. There to waſte in ſighs the day. 


Think, fond youth, what yows you ſwore, 
And mult I never fee thee mere? 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 
Deep in ſome ſequeſtet'd vale, . 
There with mourntul cadence ſwelling 

Oft repeat my love-fick tale; 
And th: lark ard Philomel 

Oft ſhall hear a virgin tell 
What the pain to bid abieu 
To joy, to happineſf, and you. 


SON. G. 
Sung in the Melamorpboſes. 


H, dear Marcella !, maid divine, 
No more will I at fate repine, 
If I this day behold thee miar, 
For dearly do I love thee. 


| Thy eaſe ſhall be my ſwert employ, 


My conjtayt care, my every jop, 
May then no chance my hopes deſtr. y 
For dearly do I love thee, , 


Lweet is the woodbine to he hee, 
"the rng ſun to every tree, 
But ſweeter far art thou to me, 

For dearly do L love thee, 


And 


_— — ͤ— 


, en. uv» 
And let me but behold thee mine, | 
No more will I at fate repine, 
But while I live, thou maid divine, | 
With rapture, will I love thee, l 
CO RL. -1..: 
Sung in Love in a Village. 
LET gay ones, and great, 
Make the moſt af their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
I envy them not, | 
While I have my dog and my gun, 
For exerciſe, air, wed tos # it 
To the fields J repair, r 
With /pirlts uriclouded and light LT 
The bliſſes T ed. „ „ -/ 
No ſtings leave behind. 
But health and diverſion unite, | 


s ON . 
Sung in mon. 
TAX my tongue, it is a ſna me: 
Merlin, ſure is much to blame 
Not to let it ſweetly flow. | 
Yet the favours of the great, 
And the filly maidens fate, .* 
Oft depeng on Yes or No. 1 
Lack-a-day!, 
1d Poor Fatima! 
Stinted ſo, — 2 
To Yes or No. 
E : \ ' 14 
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Should 1 want to talk or chat, 

Tell Urganda this or that, 
How ſhall I about ĩt go! 

ya 8 ask me what ſhe will, 
mult keep my clapper fill 
Striking — Ves or N No. 


Lack-a day! 
Poor Fatima! 
Stinted ſo, 
To Ves or No! 


Ss ON 6. 
Written by Mr. Rowe, 


8 on a ſummer's da 

A In the — ſhade T . 

The maid thatT lov'd, 
As her fancy mov'd, 


Came walking forth that waye 


And as ſhe paſſed by, 

With a ſcornful glance of her eye, 
What a ſhame, quoth ſhe, 
For a ſwain mult it he 

Like a lazy loon for to lie! 


And doſt thou nothing heed 
What Pan, our god, Sos decreed; 
What a ptize to day 
Shall be given away 
To the { win. * ſhepherd's reed? 


There not a ſingle ſwain 

Of all this fruitful plain, 
But with hopes and fears, 
Now bubly prepares | 


3 v4 T 4 


ta ie — Et, 
8. O N Gr 8. . 1 
— Shall another maiden ſhige 14 
In brighter array than thine ? 
Up, up, dull ſwain, 
Tune thy pipe once again, 
And make the garland mine. 


Alas ! my love, I cry'd, 
What avails this courtly pride? 
_ Since thy dear deſert 

7 Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world beſide ? 


To me thou art more gay, 
In this homely ruſſet grey, 
Than the nymphs of our green, 
So trim and ſo ſheen, 
Or the brighteſt queen of May. 


What tho' my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a ſilken gown ; 
My own dear maid, 

Be content with this ſhade, 
And a ſhepherd all thy own, 


— 
. * 
* * 

= 


SON G. 
The Deſpairing Sbepberd. 


BENEATH a cooling ſha ie 
Young Strephon ſought relief : 
The flow'rs around his head 
Pin'd, conſcious of his grief. 


Fond, fooliſh wretch, (he ery'd) 
I love, and yet deſpair; 
Purſue, tho? ſtill deny'd 
By the too cruel fair. 


The courtier asks a place; 
The ſailor tempts the ſea; 

The miſer begs increaſe; 
Love only governs me. 


8s - 


Not honour, wealth, or fame, , 
Can like ſoſt tranſports move: 

On earth 'tis bliſs ſupreme, 
And heav'n is but to love. 


6s. 
Hero and Leanaer; an old Ballad. 


EANDER on the bay | 
Of Helleſpont all naked ſtood; . 
Impatient of delay, 
He leap'd into the fatal flood: 
The raging ſeas, 
Whom none can pleaſe, 
Gainſt him their malice ſhow; 
The heavens lour'd, 
The rain down pour'd, 
And loud the winds did blow, 


Then caſting round his eyes, N 
Thus of his fate he did complain, 
Ye cruel rocks and skies! 4 
Ye ſtormy winds, and angry main! 
What 'tis to miſs 4 
The lover's bliſs, 
Alas! ye do not know; 
Make me your wreck 
As I come back. 


But ſpare me as I go. 


Lo! 


r rr 
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Lo! yonder ſtands the tuw'r | 
Where my beloved Hero lies, 
And this the appointed hour 
5 Which ſets to watch her longing eyes, 
To his fond ſuit 
The gods were mute; 
The billows anſwer, No: 
Up to the ſkies 
The ſurges riſe, 
But ſunk the youth as low. 


Mean while the wiſhing maid, 
Divided 'twixt her cate and love, 
Now does his ſtay upbraid ; 
Now dreads he ſhould the paſſage prove: 
O fate! {aid fhe, 
Nor heav'n nor thee, 
Our vows ſhall e er divide. 
I'd leap this wall, 
Con'd I but fall 
By my Leander's fide. 


At length the riſing ſun 
Dd to her sight eveal, too late, 
That Hero was undone ; 
Not by Leander's fault, but fate. 
Said ſhe, I'll ſhew, 
Tho' we ate two, 
Our loves were ever me: 
This proof I'll give, 
I will not live, 
Nor ſhall he die alone. 


Down from the wall ſhe l-apt 
0 Into the raging fear to him, 


2 


1 


Down 


— 
— 
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Courting each wave ſhe met, 


To teach her weary'd arms to ſwim, 
The ſea gods wept, _ 
Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's fide, 
When join'd at laſt, 
She giaſp'd him faſt, 
Then ligh'd, embrac'd, and died, 


$ ON G, 


1 man who for life 
Is plagu'd with a wife, 
Is ſure in a wretched condition; 
Go things how they will, 
She {ticks by him fill, 
And death is his only phyſician, 
Poor man, gcc. 


To trifle and tay, 
May give a man joy, 
When paſſion's promoted by beauty? 
But where is the bliſs 
Of a conjugal kiſs, 
When paſſion is prompted by duty, 


© Pour man, &c. 


"The dog when poſſeſs'd 
Ot mutton the beſt, 
A bone he may leave at his pleaſure; 
But if to his tail 
? Tis ty'd. without fail 
He is harr aſꝰd and plagu?d beyond meaſure, 
Poor cuts &c, | 


SONG, 
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18 O N 8. g * I 
The Fair Penitent, 


A Lovely laſs to a Friar came fs ps 
To conteſs in a morning early, 
Jn what, my dear, art thou lo blame? 
Come, own it al! ſincerely. 
T've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad that loves me dearly, | 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know 
Is what I naw diſcover. /'- 
Then you 20 7 for that muſt go, 15 
'{ here diſcipline to ſuſfer. | 
Lack a day, Sir! if it mult be ſo, 
Piay with me ſend my lover, 


, . 
x 


No, no, my dear, you 45 but dream 


We'll haue no Abe dealing; 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
Fil pardon your paſff Cling 2 
I mutt own, Sir, tho* I Muſh for ſhime, 

That your penance is prevailing, 


8 O N G. v 2 
s U MME R IN 
| Written, by Mr. Lemoine. \ 
'A LL nature looks gay, 


* While birds on each ſpray Ve 
5 Dau Re · echo 


| 8 O N G 8. 
Re· echo ſweet harmony round; 
The lilly and roſe 
Their beauties diſcloſe, 
And daifies enamel the ground. | 


The meadows look green, 
No forrows are ſeen, 

Each garden's enraptur'd with joy; 
Bright murmuring rills, 
That circle the hills, 

Yield pleaſures that never can cloy, 


The ſnowy fleec'd lambs, 
Beſide of their dains, 

Paſs merrily all the glad day; 

-  Whilethuſbandmen ſweat, 
By the.wonderful heat . 

Of Phcebus's powerful ray. 


And tho? the ſprings fled, 
We've ſummer inſtead, | 
With charms that enliven the ſoul; 
So nothing 1 mirth 
nhabits our carth, 


WW HEN quite a young ſpark, 
I was in the dar 2 
And wanted to altar my ſtation; 
I went to a friend, 
Who prov'd, in the end, 
A free and an accepted maſon, 


KL 
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From latitude—enough, to the pole. 


A FREE MASON's SONG. 


8 


© 5 N © $. "7 


At a door de then knock'd, 
Which quickly unlock'd, 
When he bid me to 2g a good face on, 
And not be afraid, 
Forl ſhould be made 
A free and an accepted maſon. 


My wiſhes were crown*d, 

And a maſter I found, : 
Who made a moſt ſolemn oration; 

Then ſhew*d me the light, 

And gave me the right | 
Sign, token, and word, of a maſon, 


How great my amaze, 
When I firſt ſaw the blaze! 
And how ſtruck with the myſtie occaſion! 
Aſtoniſh*d! I found, 
Tho free, I was bound 
To a free and an accepted maſon. 


When cloathed in white, 
I took great delight 
In the work of this noble yocation : 
And knowledge I gain'd, 
When the lodge he explain*4 
Of a free and an accepted maſon, 


— 


] was bound, it appears, 
For ſeven long years, 
Which to me is of trifling duration: 
With freedom I ſerve, 
And ftrain ev*ry nerve 
To acquit myſelf like a good maſon, - 


A bumper then fill 
With an hearty good will, 


_— 4 3 
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158 S ON S8. 
To our maſter pay due veneration; 

Who taught us the art | 

We neter will impart, . 
Unleſs to an accepted maſon, 


8 G Nn S, 


Sung at VAUXHALL. 


* E virgins attend, 
Believe me yon friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plain, 
Ne'er let it be faid 
There goes an old maid, 
But get marry'd as faſt eus you can. 
As ſoon as you fin] 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To be quick at the fight of a man ; 
Th n chuſe out a youth 
Of honour ard truth. 
And get marry'd as ſaſt as you can. 
For age like a cloud, 
Your thwrms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this wwinfical life's but a fpan ; 
1 hen, maids make your hay 
While Sol da: ts his ray, 
Aud get marry'd as faſt as you can, 
The tiencherous rake 
Will actfully take 
Ev'rvy meth» po r girls to trepan 
But baffle their ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And g. t marcy* as faſt as you can. 7 
And hein IIe men's bands Y 
Have join'd beth your hands The 


—_— — — — 
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e bright flame ſtill continue to fan; 
I'd boy — the {ings : 
That jealouſy brings, 
But be conſtant, and bleſt while you can, 


S ON G. 
Sung in Acis and Galatea, 


F_OVE ſounds the alarm, 

And fear is a flying; 

When beau'y's the prize, 
What mortal fears dying ? 


In defence of my treaſure 
I'll bleed at ch ven ; 

Without her no pleaſure, 
For life is a pain, 


S O N S. 
Written by Sir WaL TER RALEIGH, 


CHALL.1I, like an hermit, dwell 
On a rock, or in a cell, | 
Calling home the ſmalleft part $416 | 
That 4s miſſing of my heait, f 

To beſtow it where | may ee H 
Meet a rival every day? 3:1 

If ſhe undervalues me, 1 if 
What care I how fair ſhe he? 


Were her treſſes angel gold 
If a ſtranger miy be bold, 
Unrebuked, unatrail, 

To convert them to a braid, 


And 1 


he 


661 8 ON QS. 
And, with a little more ado, 
Work them into bracelcts e, *. 


If the mine be grown ſo free, 
What care I how rich it be? 


Were her hands as rich a prize 47 
As her hairs, or precious eyes; 
4 If ſhe lay them out to take | 8 
K.iſſes for good- manners ſake; | 
And let every lover ſkip SEAT 
From her hand unto her lip; 

I the ſeem not chaſte to me, 
What care I how chaſte ſhe be? 


No; ſhe muſt be perfect ſnow, 

In eff: ct as we'l as ſhow 

Warming but as or- Malls do, 
Nor like fire, by burning too: 
But when ſhe by change hath got 
To her heart a ſecond lot; 

Then, if others ſhare with me, 
Farewel her, whate'er ſhe be. 


A Scorcn BALLA Pp. 
Sung at VAUXHALL, 


ALE on the pleaſant banks of Tweed. 
- Young Jockey won my. heart; 
None tun'd fo ſweet his od ten reed, 
* None ſung with ſo much art; 
| His skilful tale, 
Did ſoon prevail 
To make me fondly love hi 
But now he hies, 
Nor hears my cries, 
I wou'd I neter had ſeen him. 


mz 


W h en 


— — 
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When firſt we met, the bonny fwain 
Of nought but love could ſay: 
Oh | give (he cry'd) my heart again, 
You've ſtole my heart away; 
Or elle zncline, 
To give me thine, 
And I'll together join em: 
My faithful heart 
Will never part. | 
Ah! why did I believe him 


Net now my lighted face he knows, 
His ſoon forgotten dear ; 


To a wealthier laſs o'erjoy*d he goes, 2 


To breathe his falſhobod there: 
Miſtaken Kate, IP 
The ſwain's a cheat, 

Not for a moment trult him : 
For ſhining gold, 

Hes bought and (old, 
I would I had not ſeen him, 


S ON 6. 
Sung in ALFRED. | | 
8 calms ſuceeed when ſtorms are paſt, 
And till the raging main; 
So love will have it's hour at laſt, 
And bqirow ſweets from pain, 
No more I'll ſhun the face of day, 
Within theſe ſhades to mourn; © 
All joys with Alfred fled away, 
All meet in his return. | 
BY | SON Ge 
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Idle pageants of the great; Ys. 
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(COME, thou roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of + very heart-telt joy; F 
Leave the bliſsful bow*rs awhile, | 


Paphos, and the Cyprian itle; | 


Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, 
Britons, too, thy power adorme 


Britons, hardy, bold and fiee, 


Own thy laws, and yield to thee: 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Come, thou coly dimpled boy, 


Hatte to Sylvia, haſte away, = 


This is thine and H ymen's day; 

Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 

Bid her tor love's rites prepare 
Let the nymphs, with many a flower, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bowꝰr, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen, tco, be there: 
This is thine and Hymen's day; 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love we live; 


Love alone can pleaſure give; 


Power, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 


* 


Crowns an] ſceptres, envyed things, 
And the pride of Eaſtern kings 
Are but childiſh, empty toys, 1 
When compar*d to Jove*s ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give; | 
Oaly while we loye we live, 


» 2 
FA 
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0 Sung in the Padlocæ. 

EAR heart Nhat à terrible life am I led ? ö 
A dog hat a better,/that*s ſnelter d 2 | 


g 


Night and day 'tis yay 
My pain is dere | 
Me wiſh ta de Lor me was dead, 


Whate'er's to be done, ö 

Poor black mult run; 

Mungo here, Mung 0e 
Mungo every where. 

Above, or bdow, | 
Sirrah, come, ek, 205 1 

Do ſo, and dof fo, e 


128 


E 


Oh! Oh! 

Me wiſh to de Lord ine way 4 * 
8 0 N 
- SPRING, 


| Sung at RanBLacn. // | 
AHL, young Spring, the earth adorni 
H Drive old Winter fat away; * 
Call the roly-finger'd morning, 
Deck the ſun-in radiance gay, 


Flora, bring thy (weeteſt treaſure z 
Zephyrs, watt thy fofteſt gale z 850 

Chant, ye birds, the ſong of — 
Echo, tell it through the vale. 

Leafleſs, tuneleſs, unendearing, 
Mourn'd the long-deſerted grove z, 


But, ſweet Spring, at thy appearin 
All is harmony and love, . 


* — ** 2 at.” tha, 


| 
] 
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A MARTIAL SONG. 
H OW ſtands the glaſs around ? 

For ſhame; ye take no care, my boys; 
Ho ſtands the glaſs around? 
Let mirth and wine abound, be 

The tiumpets ſound, 

The colours they are flying, boys, 

To fight, kill, or wound ; 

May we till be found. 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, | 

On the cold ground. | 


Why, foldiers, why, 

Shou'd we be melancho y, boys? 
Why, ſoldiers, why, | . 
Whoſe bus'neſs tis to die ? | 
What, ſighing, fie! 

Prown fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 

Tis he, you, ox 11 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 

And ſcorn to fly. 2 


*Tis but in vain, © 
I mean not to upbraid ye, boys; 

"Tis but in vain 

For ſoldiers to complain ; 

Should next campaign „ 
Send us to him that made us, boys, 
We're ſree from pain! 

But if we remain, 
A Bo'tle and kind landlady 
Cure all again, | 
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| SONG, 
Sung in Mother Shipton, 


6 Ia heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
And bid me kils the place. 
Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both — and ſmart; 


The honey on ips | found, 
The ny wu my bear. 


Village Courtſhip 3 A Paſtoral Glee, 
Sung at Vauxball, | 
4 dp harmleſs and ſweet are the joys of the 


8 quiring the vilage, each nymph and 
While dert. — 3 
And Ages the meadows, looks down with 
Te ſee jolly mortals Io gay. 


Aurelia. 


Come, Julia, add one to the throng ' 
That tript it the valley along: 

The ſound of our feet, 

Pleas'd echo ſhall beat, | 
a mimic each _—_ of our ſong. 


6 


5 
Damon, } 
. 
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_ Damon. 
Aurelia, my charmer away! | 
For once, tuin the night into day ; 
The joys of the wake, 
Ale, cyder, and cake, 
Forbid any lonzer delay, 


3 Mopſur. 

Bold yonth, your addreſſes decline; 

The choice of theſe damſels reſign ; 
Though grey are my locks, 
The herds and the flocks 

That graze round the village are mine, 

1.7 Dams | 
Permit me to aſk, as a. friend, 


To which of theſe girls you pretend? 


Your plea ſhall be tiy'd, 
71 he fair one decide, 


And conteſt in union ſhall end. 


5 Dela. 


Though, Mopſus, your riches I know, 


That plea I ſhall never alle w; 


Por while a full bowl 


#4 


My thirſt can contruul, 
Unheeded a river may flow. 
Phillis, 
Good farmer ! fince female decree 
All parties muſt bring to agree; 
Let Colin be mine, | 
Tho? pelf,:I decline; 


Content and a cottage for me. 
* | Julia. 


S ON G S. 
Julia. 
To end fruitleſs cavils and noiſe, 
Take, Strephon, my hand and my voice : 
Away age and croſſes, 
A coach and fix horſes Ay: 
Shan't draw me away from my choice. 


S O N 8. 
Anoret. 


SWEET Phyllis, well met, 
he ſun is juſt ſet, 
To yon myrtle grove let's repair; 
All nature's at reſt, 
And none to. mo! leſt; 
I've ſomething to ſay to my fair. 


Phyllis. 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, 
Entreaties are vain, 

Pei ſuade me to go you ne'er ſnall, 
Night draws on apace, 
I muſt quit the place, 

The dew is beginning to fall, 


Amoret. 


Believe me, coy maid, 
By honour I'm ſway' d, 
No fears need your boſem alarm, 
The oak and the pine 
Their leaves kindly j join, 
To ſh 1 er love's vor' ries ttcom harm, 


Phyllis,” 


i 8 ON G 8. 
Phyllis, 
4 Your arts I deſpiſe, 
'' My virtue I prize; ; 
Though poor, I am richer than thoſe 
; Who, loſt to all ſhame, 


7 
.£ ; 
. 


1 Will barter their fame 
Fer purchaſe of gold and fine eloaths. 
_ Ameret, 


You do me much wrong; 
= Such thoughts ne er belong 
To the noble and gen'rous breatt ; 
1 I meant but to know 
4 If Phyllis would go 
Aud let Hymen make Aamorec bleſt. 
Phyllis, 
If what you now ſay} 
6 Your heart don't betray, 
It gives me much pleaſure to fina 
5 My Amoret itil] 


z A ſtranger to ill, 
And to wedlcck's ſoſt hondage incl in'd. 


| 08. 
. Sung in the Oratorio of J. 
N JAIN is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 


Pageant of an idle hour; 
| orn juſt to bloom and ſade: 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 
Is the pride of human wit; . 
The thadow of a ſhade, 
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Sung in the Golden "UL | | 

EF. I have ſome liitle beauty 
Can 1 heip it 7— n, not I— mull 

Some good luck, too my * d 


Giits ſo precious to apply. 
Nature—fortune—gave * em freely, 
And I'l: uf *em—qguite gentcelly, * | 
If the {marts of the ky 
Cringe, ogle, and ligh, 
When-'er I paſs by; | 
And cry, 28 | 
Look y' there 1 0 14] 
What an air! 
Gods, how fair! 
Pray, why 
F (To feed your archi pride)? 
Mutt I go an hide. 
Till you're made a bride? 
Whe, I? | 
No, no—It I do, may I die. 5 


S ON . 
The Friar of Orders 112 * 
Au. Ol Ballad. 


1 was a friar of orders grey, , ö 
Walk'd forth to tell his baths: | | 


And he met with a lady fair, ; | 4 
| Now | 


Clad in a pilgam's weeds, 


$0 NG 8. 
Now Chriſt thee ſave, thou rev'rend friar; 


I pray thee tell to me, 
If ever at yon holy ſhrine 


My true love thou didit ſee ? 
And how ſhall'I know your true loye 


From many another one? 


O by his cockle hat and ſtaff}, 

And by his ſandal ſhone. 
But chiefly by his face and mien, 

That were ſo fair to vie e; „ 
His fla xen locks that ſweetly curl'd, 
And eyne of lovely blue. 7 


O lady, he is dead and gone! 
Lady, he's dead and gone! 

And at his head a green- graſs turf, 
And at his heels a ſtone. 


Within theſe holy cloyſters long 
He languiſh'd Ad he 474,5 | 

Lamen · ing of a lady's love, 

And *plaining of her pride, 
Here bore him barefac'd on his hier 

Six proper youths and tall, 

And many a tear bedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirk-yard wall, 


And art thou dead, thou gentle youth! 
And art thou dead and gone! 

And didſt thou · die for love of me ! 
Break, cruel heart of ſtone!i 

O weep not, lady weep not ſo ß; 
Some ghoſtly comfort ſeec; 
t not vain ſorrow rive thy heart, 


Nor tears bedew thy check. 


— * 


Far lince my true-love dy d for me, 


8 O N CG 8. I 


O do not, do not, holy friar, | 
My forro'y now reptove; | 10 A 
For I have Joſt the (wezteſt youth ries Wl 
That Ger won Hl lee, 
And now, alas! for thy fad loſs ; * 
Ii! evzrmcre weep and ee a | 
For ihce I only win d to live. 

For thee 1 wiſh to die. 

Weep no more, lady, ;weep no more, 
Thy ſorrow is in vain; _ 8 
For, viojets pluckt, the ſweeteſt ſhow'rs. 

Wil ne'er make grow again, 
Our joys as winged dreams do fly; 

W hy then ſhould ſorrow lat)? 
Since grief but agzravates thy loſs, 

Grieve not for what is palt. 
O ſay not ſo, thou holy friar; 

I pray thee, ſay not ſo; 


Bs » 


"Tis meet my tears ſhould flow. 


And will he ne'sr come again? 
Will he n&er come again ? 5 
Ah! no, hie is dead, end laid in his grave, 
For ever to remain. 
His cheek Wl e than the roſe ; 
The comelieſt youth was he! 
But he is dead, and laid in his grave, 
Alas! and woe is key! . * 275. 
Sigh no more, lady, ſigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever; 
ne foot on ſea, and one on land, 
T o one thing conſtant never. 


52 '$ONG 8. 
Hadſt thou been ſond, he had been falſe, 
And left thee ſad and heavy; 
For young mea e er were fickle ſound, 
Since ſummer- trees were leafy, 


Now ſay not ſo, thou holy friar, 
I pray thee ſay not ſo: 

My !ove he had the trueſt heart; 
O he was ever true! 


And art thou dead, thou much-loy'd youth 
And did thou die for me! 

Then farewel home; for, evermore 
A pilgrim I will be, 1 

But, fiiſt upon my true-love's grave 
My — limbs I'll lay; ik 

And thriee I'll kiſs the green- graſs turf 
That wraps his breathleſs clay. 


Yet ſtay, fair lady; reſt a while 
Beneath this cloyſter wall: 


See, through the hawthorn blows the cold wind, 
And drizzle rain doth fall. | 


O. ſtay me not, thou holy friar ; 
O flay me not I pray 

No drizzly rain that falls on mg 
Can waſh my fault away, 

Vet flay, fair lady, turn again, 
And dry thoſe pearly tears; 

For ſee, beneath this gown of grey, 

Thy own true love appears, 

Jere, forc'd by grief ind hopeleſs love, 
- Theſe holy weeds I age 
And bere, amid theſe lonely walls, 


Jo end my days I thought 


— — — 
— — 5 


8 ON G 8. inz 
But haply, for my year of grace 18 
Is not yet paſt away, 


Might I ſbill hope to win thy love, 
No longer wou'd I ſtay, | 


Now fare wel grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart: 

For, fince I've found thee, lovely youth, 
We never more will part, 


- 
= 
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| The Lady Iſabella's Tragedy, | 
THERE was a lord of worthy fame, 
And a hunting he would rid, — 
Attended by a noble train } 


Of gentry by his ſide. 


And while he did in.chace remain, 
To ſee both ſport and plav; 
His lady went, as ſhe did feigu, 
I, Unto the church to pray. 


4 

This lord he had a daughter dear, | 

Whoſe beauty hone to —_——_— 

She was beloy'd, both far and near, 
Of many a lord and knight, 


Fair Iſabella was ſhe call'd, _ 
A creature fair was ſhe; , | | 
She was her father's only joy, 
As you ſhall after ſee : 


Therefore her cruel ſtep mother 
Did envy her ſo much; 

That day by day ſhe ſought her life, 
Her malice it was ſuen. 


SEE 
eat; 0 8 | 42 She 
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I She bargain'd with the maſter-cook, , 


m—— _— 


— — 
— —— 


To take her life away: 
And taking of her daughter's boak, 
She thus to her did ſay: 


Go home, ſweet daughter, Ithee pray, 


Go haſten preſently ; 


WW - And tell unto the maiſtericook 


Theſe words that I tell thee, 

And bid him dreſs to dinner Hraight 
That fair and milk-white doe, 

That in the park doth ſhine ſo bright, 
There's none ſo fair to ſhow. 

This lady fearing of no harm, 
Obey'd her mother's will ; 


I And preſently the haſted home, 


Her pleaſure to fulſil. 


She ſtraight into the kitchen went, 
Her meflage for to tell ; 


And there ſhe ſpy'd the maſter-cok, 


Who did with malice ſwell. 


Now, maſter. cook, it muſt be fo, - 
Do that which I thee tell: 


You needs muſt dreſs the milk-white doe 


Which you do know full well. 


Then ſtrai 
He on the lady laid; 

Who quivering and ſheking ſtands, 
While thus to her he ſald: 

Thou art the doe, that I muſt dreſs ; 
See here, behold my knife; 

For it is pointed preſently 

, To rid thee of thy life, 


* 


his cruel bloody hand, 


© theo, 


O then, ery'd out the ſeulſion · hoy, 
As loud as loud might be: 
O ſave her life, good maſter-cook, 
And make your pyes of me! 
For pity*s ſake db not deſtroy 
My lady with your knife ; 
You know ſhe is her father's Joy ; 
For Chriſt's ſake ſave her lite. 


I will not ſave her life, he faid, 
Nor make my pyes of thee ; 
Yet if thou this deed betray, 

Thy butcher I will be, 


Now when this lord he did come home 
For to fit down and eat; 
He called for his daughter dear, 
To cowe and carve his meat. | 
Now fit you down, his lady ſaid, 
O fit you down to meat: | 
Into ſome nunnery the is gone; 
Your daughter dear forget. 


Then ſolemnly he made a vow, 
Before the company; ! | 

That he would neither eat nor drink, 
Until he did her ſee, i 
O then beſpake the ſcullion- boy, 
With a loud voice ſo high: 

If now you will your daughter ſee, 
My lord, cut up that pie; 

Wherein her fleſh is minced ſmall, 
And parched with the fire ; 

All cauſed by her ſtep- mother, 
Who did her death deſire, 
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And curſed be the maſter · cook, 

O curſed may he be! 
I profferꝰd him my own. heart's blood, 

From death to ſet her free. 5 
Then all in black this lord did mourns 

And tor his daughter's ſake, | 
He judg'd her cruel ſtep mother 

o be burnt at a ſtae. 

Likewiſe he judg'd the maſter - cook 


In boiling-lead to ſtand, s | 
And made the ſimple ſcullion-boy , / F* 7 
The heir of all his land. | 
5 1 bs is n ſp. 
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| As bringing home the other day, > 1 
Two linnets I had ta'en, ' An 
The little warblers ſcem'd to pray er a 
For liberty again ; | Bre 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes, ee 
I ſung acroſs the mead; 8 Io 
In vain they tun d their pleaſing throat, _ Kira 
„And flutter'd to be freed. an 
As paſſing through the tufted grove, _ 
Near which my co tage ſtood, —_ Wa 
I thought I ſaw the queen of love, © © übe 
When Clora's charms I view'd: © IL 
J look d, I gaz d, I piefs'd her ſtay, Ne Ul 


To hear my tender tale; ff 16:44: 444M WH 
But all in vain—ſhe fled away, . | 

Nor could my figns prevail. 
Wii 11. D a "| Soon! 
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Noon, through the wound which love had made, 
Came pity to my breaſtz - | 4 
And thus (as compaſhon'bade; | | 
The teather'd pair addreſs'ds | | 
(e litile warblers chearful be, | ef 
Remember not ye flew z 
er 1, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am rat more caught than you, 


8 O N G. 3 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 


HE laſs cf Peaty's mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and gay, 
n ſpight of all my ſkill, | 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
Vhen ted-ling of the hay 
are headed on the/green, :" 
ove mielſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


er arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 

Breuſts ring in their dawn; 

9 age it would give youth, = 
To p:efs em with his hand. 

1ongh all my ſpirits ran 

An extaſy of bliſs, - + » 
hen I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 

Wrap in a bhamy kiſs. 5 
upon the help of art, 3 3 
| Like flow'rs which grice the wi! 9 
de ad her [Werts impaity 

Whepe'er the ſpoke er ſmil'd. f 

2 | Her 
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© Herlooks they were ſo mild, 


Free from affected pride, 


She me to love beguil'd, 


I wihh'd her for my bride, 
O had I all that wealth © - 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur d long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my wil; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſlie 
The laſs of. Peaty's mill, 
Shou d ſhare the ſame vi me. 


s ON G. 
Shakeſpeare's Garland. : 


LET beauty with the ſun ariſe, 


To Shakeſpeare tribute payz | 
With heavenly fmiles and ſpa: kling eyes, 
Give grace and luſtre to the day.. 
Each ſinile ſhe gives protects his name, 
What face ſhall«lare to frown ? 
Nor eavy's ſeit can blaſt the faine 
Which beauty dfigns to crown, 


S8 Oo. 
The Invitatin, © 


a COA. Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 


O come and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring, the'beeches bud, 


The { ngflers warble in the wood. 


Cor 


— — omen en ad ab xz 


Gang down the bun, my gentle love, 


Come, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make che village gay 5 
When you return, the vernal breeze 


Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 


- Oh! come and fee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing ; 
Your eyes our joyleſs. hearts can chear, 
O haſte ! and make us happy here. 
4 Scoteb Ballad. N : 1 
WHEN trees did bud, and ſields were green, 
And flow'rs were fair to ſee; 14 
Wien Mary was compleat fifteen, : 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 3 
Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 4 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: nay 


And ſoon Fl! follow thee. 


Now Jockey did each Jad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn He ; be 
And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt met to be a bride : 
Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her eyes were azure blue, 4 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, j 
Her lips like dropping dew, X | 
What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing ſure unmeet ! 
For, ganging home, I heard them ſey, 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet : 
His cheek to hei's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, Sweet love, be true ; 
And when a wite, as now a maid, 2 
To death I'll fellow you. 5” 
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dune at Vauxhall. 


Muren let your lovers langviſh, 
It you'd have them conſtant prove; 

Doubts ae and fighs and anguiſh, 

Are the chains that faſten love, | 


: 


Jockey woo'd, and I conſented, | 


Soon as &er I heard his tale: 
He, with conqueſt quite contented, : | 
» Boaſting, rov'd arc und the vale; 


Now be doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain ; 
Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 


| Four pleas'd without ſome pain, . N 


